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“Let no man think that sudden in a minute 
All is accomplished and the work is done: 

Tbough with thine earliest dawn thou shouldst begin it, 
Scarce were it ended in thy setting sun.'* 

“O that Thy steps among the stars would quicken! 

O that Thy voice would speak when we are dumb! ’* 
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ESPfiRANCE: 

A STORY OF THE SIEGE OF ROUEN. 


CHAPTER I. 

Jacques Lemaistre was a well-to-do cloth- 
merchant, and a member of the municipal 
council in Rouen in the year 1562. He pos¬ 
sessed a well-built brick house, overlooking 
a trim little square of garden, which looked 
like a palace among the wooden houses and 
thatched roofs around it; he had a barge 
of his own, the Belle Marguerite , which 
plied his trade between Paris and Le Havre; 
and he was of such importance in the town, 
that, although a stanch Huguenot, no one 
had ever attempted to molest him for his 
religion. 
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M. Lemaistre was a widower, and the care 
of his household had, since the death of his 
wife, devolved upon his mother, a stately old 
dame, who had done her utmost to train and 
educate in her own principles her three grand¬ 
children—two girls and a boy. Besides 
this, there was a certain Leon Coquerel, an 
adopted son of the house, who looked upon 
M. Lemaistre as his father, as he well might 
do, considering that the cloth-merchant had 
brought him up from infancy without any 
claim of kindred to call out his kindness. 
The family was completed by the old servant 
Toinette, who had lived all her life with the 
Lemaistres, and would have as soon thought 
of flying as of leaving her master’s service. 

Grave political events had taken place 
in France during the two years which 
had elapsed since the accession of Charles 
IX. During the previous half century, the 
Reformed doctrines had been spreading 
like wild-fire throughout France, in face 
of discouragement, suppression, and even 
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persecution; and now tile* Huguenots had be¬ 
come so numerous as to form not only a reli¬ 
gious party, but a formidable political faction. 
Since the power had fallen into the hands of 
Catherine de Medici, the Regent, the aspect 
of affairs had been changing from day to day. 
Sometimes the Queen-mother favoured the 
Huguenots, and was to be seen listening to 
the sermons of Theodore de Beze; sometimes 
she was hand and glove with their enemies, 
the Guises, and then woe betided them ! Her 
real game appears to have been to play these 
two parties, whom she hated equally, against 
each other, that she herself might escape; 
and her policy was successful as regarded her¬ 
self, though its success was purchased at a 
cost of treachery and bloodshed unparalleled 
in the history of the world. 

The Huguenots were not the men to 
submit tamely to the oppression under which 
they laboured. Violence had begotten vio¬ 
lence, and, although no organised resistance 
had been as yet attempted, the Huguenots 
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had in many places retaliated on priests and 
monks the cruelties which they themselves 
had suffered, thereby embittering their 
enemies the more. In January, 1562, how¬ 
ever, they had gained what they considered 
to be a triumph. The Government had con¬ 
sented to pass a conciliatory edict, by which 
they were allowed to assemble unmolested for 
public worship outside the towns and villages, 
although forbidden to preach, teach, or spread 
their doctrines within the walls. It was now 
the beginning of March, and for six weeks 
the Protestants of Rouen had been rejoicing 
in their newly-gained liberty. M. Marlorat, 
their pasteur, attracted large crowds every 
Sunday in the open air, notwithstanding the 
cold spring winds; and sanguine hearts 
believed that the worst of the struggle 
was over, and that France would soon be 
Huguenot. 

Esperance and Mirande Lemaistre were 
walking down the Rue de l’Horloge, one 
pleasant day in the first week of March. 
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They were both pretty girls, though so unlike 
that no one would have taken them for sisters, 
had it not been for the exact likeness of their 
dress, which was a dainty edition of that of the 
peasantry—short full cloth skirts, pearl-grey 
stockings and buckled shoes, white aprons 
and stiff embroidered caps, with high crowns 
and flaps. The elder girl, Esperance, was 
tall and slender, with clear pale complexion, 
dark hair, and deep, serious grey eyes; the 
younger one was small and plump, exquisitely 
fair, with a rich scarlet flush on lip and 
cheek; bright brown eyes always dancing 
and sparkling, and light flaxen hair rippled 
off a merry, small-featured, kitten-like face. 
It was the general opinion among the Rouen 
youths that. Mirande Lemaistre was the 
prettiest girl in the place, and they had con¬ 
trived to let her know it, in spite of her 
stern Huguenot father. 

The streets of Rouen were not pleasant 
walking in those days. They were guiltless 
of pavement or footpath; they were dark and 
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narrow, as indeed many of them are still; 
and in the middle was a mass of dirt and 
filth, never moved from one year’s end to 
another, caused by the fact that the street 
was the recognised receptacle of all the 
kitchen refuse of the town. Squalid children 
and dogs prowled about in the gutter, look¬ 
ing for some wasted scrap of food or cast¬ 
away rag of clothing; for squalor was more 
squalid and misery more miserable in the 
sixteenth century than in the nineteenth. 
But the two girls picked their way daintily 
through the dirt, hardly specking their glossy 
bright-buckled shoes. They were on their 
way to visit an old friend of the family—a 
man renowned among his compeers for his 
learning, and especially for his researches 
into Greek and Hebrew, then rarely under¬ 
stood. His name was Jean d’Argent, but he 
was commonly known as Maitre Jean; and, 
although he was now old and infirm, his 
faculties were as clear and his eagerness in 
the pursuit of knowledge as keen as ever. 
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Maitre Jean lived at some distance from 
the Lemaistres, and the two sisters had to 
pass along the crowded quays to reach his 
dwelling. Here, for a moment, they were 
pressed up against the low stone parapet 
which bordered the river. 

“ Look, Esperance ! ” said Mirande, point¬ 
ing to a black object which had been washed 
up against a buttress of the parapet, and 
which swayed backwards and forwards with 
the stream. “ What is that in the water ? ” 

“ A drowned heretic, my little one,” said 
an idle bystander, who had overheard the 
question, “washed down from Les Andelys 
or Elboeuf, and stranded here.” 

“Yes, and whose fault?” said another. 
“ Is it not of pretty girls like you, who entice 
poor fellows into your conventicles to look 
at your pretty faces, and lure them to their 
death ? If there were none there but rough 
men and old crones, heresy would soon die 
out in the country.” 

“ Catch me within earshot of old Marlorat, 


Digitized by Google 



12 


V 


Esperance: a Story 

even for a kiss from one of you pretty 
heretics,” said another. 

“ The kiss would savour of fire and faggot,” 
said the first, “ or of a wet bed in the 
Seine. Well, well; the fools who choose such 
a fate deserve it, that is my opinion.” 

Esperance had not spoken until now; she 
had been slowly moving on as the pace of the 
surrounding crowd would allow, holding by 
the hand Mirande, who looked nervous and 
frightened. Now, however, she turned round 
to the last speaker. “ Monsieur,” she said, 
“it is better to die for God than to disobey 
Him.” * 

The man shrugged his shoulders and 
laughed. The way was now clear, and the 
two girls hurried on. 

“ Oh, Esperance, I was frightened! ” said 
Mirande; “ and thou wilt answer those men 
when they talk like that. I know some day 
they will put us into prison, or pitch us into 
the river, all because thou wilt not hold thy 
tongue.” 
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“ My sister,” said Esperance, in that clear, 
silver-toned voice so often heard among 
Frenchwomen, “ one ought not to hold one’s 
tongue when one can speak a word in season. 
France will never be converted if we of the 
Religion shrink from our duty.” 

“Thou wilt never convert France,” said 
Mirande. 

“ I never thought I should. Mirande, thou 
talkest like a silly child. What wouldest thou 
do if thou wert called to be a martyr ? ” 

“ I don’t know, and I don’t want to be a 
martyr,” said Mirande. " In fact, my sister, 
I feel convinced I never should be. As soon 
as I beheld the faggots I should say, * Dear, 
good M. le Pretre, I believe everything you 
tell me; I repent in dust and ashes of the sin 
of believing what I was taught, and I’ll never 
do it again.’ And then he would say, ( My 
good little girl, I see thou art a true convert, 
and I absolve thee from thy past heresy, if only 
thou wilt make me one of thy beautiful confec¬ 
tions for my Friday’s dinner.’ And then——” 
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“Mirande, do not speak such folly. If 
thou wert indeed to do as thou sayest, it 
would be a mortal sin.” 

“My sister, thou dost not attend to M. 
Marlorat on Sunday. He told us we ought 
not to talk of mortal and venial sins, and 
thou disobeyest his injunction,” said Mirande, 
putting on a long face, and mimicking a 
preacher's measured tones. “Thou seest, 
Esperance, I profit much more by a sermon 
than thou; but now here we are at Maitre 
Jean’s. Go thou in and talk to him: I want 
to consult Mere Louison about her new starch, 
and I never have aught to say to the old 
wiseacre. I shall never be either martyr or 
sage.” 

Esperance knocked at a low door, and was 
bidden to enter. Maitre Jean's room was 
small and low, piled round with folio books, 
the acquisition of a lifetime, in which all his 
worldly wealth consisted. He himself was a 
small, lean, wizened old man; the only re¬ 
markable thing about him was his clear eyes. 
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and his long snow-white beard, which con¬ 
trasted so well with his black velvet skull¬ 
cap, that Mirande always accused him of 
studying effects. 

“ It is thou, my daughter. Always wel¬ 
come, my Virtue/’ said the old man with a 
smile, giving Esperance one of the many pet 
names by which he called her. 

“ Yes, my father,” said Esperance ; “ I 
could not come before, for the grandmother 
has been ailing, and I have had to work hard 
to spare her. But I have thought of you: 
look here, I have brought you some apple 
conserve, for I flatter myself that Mirande 
and I excel Mere Louison in confections. 
Voil&! ” and Esperance placed on the table 
a glass jar of transparent yellow sweetmeat, 
which certainly did her credit by its appear¬ 
ance. 

“Thou shouldst be named Charity, not 
Hope,” said Maitre Jean, looking fondly at 
her, as she came and stood beside the fire. 

“Tell me, mon p&re, have you heard of 
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the fate of your book ? Have the professors 
praised it as much as it deserved ? ” 

“ My child, how knowest thou what it 
deserved ? No; I have heard nothing as yet. 
They were too busy refuting M. Calvin and 
M. de Beze to attend to me." 

“ It will take them a long time to perform 
that task," said Esperance, looking up with 
a smile in her eyes. 

ft It is true, my daughter. The two sides 
do not start from the same ground, therefore 
they will always find their conclusions 
differ." 

“And we have the Truth on our side," 
said Esperance, with the glad confidence of 
eighteen. “They cannot silence that. O, 
Maitre Jean, if you would but come with us 
and hear M. Marlorat!" 

“ I am too old, Esperance. I cannot fol¬ 
low thee into these new paths, my child; I 
am fit for nothing now but to creep into the 
cathedral and there worship God the old way, 
as my mother taught me. Not that I do 
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not see the beauty and the glory of much of 
this new teaching; especially/' he added 
kindly, “ in its fruits as shown in my little 
Virtue, who, I know, thinks me a weak old 
dotard, with but half a heart—n'est ce 
pas?" 

“ O no, mon pere. You know it is not 
so. But if you were really one of us, you 
would not look so sad when you think of 
France. You would see how the Truth is 
conquering, little by little; so that now we 
have liberty to assemble unmolested for 
worship, without fear of persecution. And if 
our doctrines have spread so far while all was 
done to suppress them, will they not now 
spread much faster, until France, like Eng¬ 
land, accepts them as her own ? " Esperance’s 
eyes shone, and her cheeks flushed in her 
eagerness. 

“ It is not good to set our hearts on any¬ 
thing succeeding at once,” said Maitre Jean, 
gravely. 

“Not at once, perhaps. But it must 
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succeed in the end, mon pere, for is it not 
the work of God ? ” 

Maitre Jean was silent for a little while; 
then he took the girl’s hand in his. 

“ Esperance, my child, let us beware of 
thinking and talking as if we were in the 
secrets of God. Otherwise, perhaps, we may 
mistake our own purposes for His/’ 

“ Then you do not think that the Religion 
is His work ? ” said Esperance. 

“ I dare not say it is not. But I dare not 
say for certain that it will succeed, my child. 
Therefore, all I dare to do is to watch and 
wait, for the few years that I have yet to 
live; and meantime, to go on doing the little 
work that is in my power, and spreading 
knowledge an inch farther than it might have 
gone without me.” 

“ At that you do toil, mon pere.” 

“ When thou earnest in,” said Maitre Jean, 
“ I had just achieved a triumph. Scholars 
have long been puzzled to find out the force 
of one tense of a Greek verb,” and he put 
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his hand upon a crabbed-looking manuscript. 
“ I have just found the link which proves it 
to be what I have always thought, but could 
not certify it to be.” 

Esperance said nothing; but the thought 
passed through her mind, that the worth of 
Maitre Jean’s learning was altogether thrown 
away upon such uninteresting things as Greek 
werbs. No reply was needed from her, for 
just at this moment Mirande entered. 

“Good day, Maitre Jean. O, how many 
books you have there ; surely you never can 
read them all! Yes, I am come to carry 
Esperance off. If I had time, I would give 
you the benefit of some of my wisdom ; I 
have a great deal, though you might not 
think it, and it is much more practical than 
Esperance’s—perhaps than yours ? ” And 
Mirande laughed such a gay, saucy, girlish 
laugh, and looked so bewitching with her 
dancing eyes, that even Maitre Jean, with 
whom she was no great favourite, smiled at 
her. Then, still chattering, she dragged her 
c 2 
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sister away, and they made their way home¬ 
wards. 

As they turned into their own street, a 
little gamin, seeing them coming, began to 
drawl out a nasal psalm-tune. Esperance 
would have taken no notice, hut Mirande, 
turning round upon him, made a face, and 
said, “ Little miserable! ” 

“ Look at the pious young lady getting 
angry,” said the boy to one of his com¬ 
panions. 

“ Oh, you can’t think how it spoils your 
pretty face,” said another; and a third began 
to sing a patois song, beginning “ Belle 
heretique.” Mirande grew very angry. 

“ I’ll have you all put in prison for being 
so insolent, you little wretches ! ” she said. 

“ Put us in prison ! that’s good! ” said the 
hoys. “ Us, good Catholics ! The good Duke 
of Guise will soon teach you better. Have 
you not heard how he’s been burning three 
hundred heretics at Yassy in a barn like rats ? 
Have a care, pretty heretics ! ” 
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And therewith came a dirty cabbage-stalk, 
well aimed, against Mirande’s pretty white 
cap ; and then a broken piece of wood against 
Esperance’s arm; and then a regular pelt of 
stones and filth, which the girls could only 
escape by running fast up the steep street, 
with their tormentors after them, into their 
own house, on entering which Mirande sat 
down on the stairs and cried. She was, 
indeed, in a deplorable state of dirt, and so 
was Esp^rance, who had come off the worst 
of the two, by reason of a severe bruise upon 
her arm. However, she applied herself to 
console her sister. 

“ Never mind, Mirande; here we are safe,” 
she said, still panting with her run, and with 
a little laugh. “Thou art not hurt, dear? 
Never mind ; Toinette will clean our gowns, 
and we can wash our caps to-morrow with 
Mere Louison’s new starch.” 

“ It is such a shame! We were never 
pelted before,” said Mirande, sobbing. 

“ It might have been worse. Suppose they 


Digitized by Google 



22 Esperance: a Story 

had chosen to duck us in the Seine ? ” said 
Esperance. “ Mirande, we must be brave 
about such things. Thou knowest it is a little 
taste of suffering for the truth’s sake.” 

“I’m sure I have no wish to suffer for 
the truth’s sake, or for anything else,” said 
Mirande, pettishly. 

Esperance said nothing, and her sister 
observed (her ill temper passing off as quickly 
as it had come), “ Some day I shall turn 
Catholic to spite thee, Esperance. Thou art 
such a little fool! ” 
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CHAPTER II. 

When Esperance and Mirande had re¬ 
arranged their dress, they made their way 
into the little parlour in which the family 
often sat, full of their adventure, expecting 
to find their grandmother alone. At this 
time of day their father was usually in his 
shop, with their brother Denis and Leon 
Coquerel; but now, to their surprise, they 
found the parlour full; for not only were the 
family assembled there, but also the pasteur, 
M. Marlorat. 

M. Lemaistre was a sturdy, resolute-look¬ 
ing man, inclined to stoutness, with dark 
hair and beard. Denis, his son, a lad of 
twelve, was a little like him in feature, but as 
lithe and mischievous-looking as a monkey; 
and Leon Coquerel was true Norman, betray¬ 
ing his northern ancestry in his long sinewy 
frame, square head, resolute face, and keen 
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eyes. In the seat of honour, the high stiff 
arm-chair opposite to that in which Madame 
Lemaistre sat, was a tall, spare man, in whom 
the furrowed brow, worn expression, and deep 
lines round the mouth, told of past struggles 
and mental conflict. This was Marlorat, chief 
pasteur of Rouen, who had once been an 
Augustinian friar, and who had fought his 
way through many doubts to a firm belief in 
the Reformed doctrines. 

All the party looked shocked and grave; 
even Denis seemed subdued, and was standing 
quiet by the window—a most unwonted 
sight. Esperance and Mirande both made a 
sweeping curtsey as they entered, and then 
stood silent, waiting to speak until they were 
spoken to, and too well-bred to sit down 
without leave in their father’s presence. 

“ My children,” said Lemaistre, gravely, 
“ M. Marlorat has brought us terrible news 
to-day. Our period of repose is at an end.” 
And he looked at M. Marlorat. " Tell them. 
Monsieur le Pasteur, if you please.” 
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“Guise has been at his butcher-work 
again/’ said M. Marlorat. “In defiance of 
the Edict of January, he has massacred in 
cold blood over two hundred of the faithful, 
who had met together in a bam at Yassy to 
worship God.” 

“How long, O our God,” groaned out 
Madame Lemaistre; “ the elect suffer, and 
none help them ! ” 

“ There will be some to help them before 
long, madame,” said Leon, hoarsely. “ If I 
were near that devil Guise-” 

“ Peace, young man,” said M. Marlorat. 
“We must not revile our enemies; rather 
let your thoughts sink deep into your heart, 
that they may bring forth fruit, than give 
utterance to them.” 

“M. Marlorat is extremely forgiving,” 
whispered Mirande to Denis. 

“ When I am a man- ” said Denis. 

Esp&ance was the only one who had not 
spoken. She stood like a statue. The 
colour had left her cheeks, and her eyes had 
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darkened and dilated with horror, which did 
not diminish as M. Marlorat added details 
to the horrible account. Presently he and 
M. Lemaistre went out, and left the others 
together. 

“ They have defied the Edict ?” said Espe- 
rance at last. 

“ The Edict was never meant to be more 
than a dead letter,” said Leon. “ We may 
expect the same anywhere now. To-day 
there, to-morrow here.” 

“ O no, no,” said Mirande. 

“ It is true. Nothing hinders that the 
Catholic mob should fall upon us at sermon 
next Sunday and murder us all. If it had 
been Tavannes instead of Guise, I should have 
said nothing; but when it comes to Guise—* 
the true ruler of France—we know what we 
must expect.” 

“ We won’t bear it!” said little Denis, half 
crying in his eagerness. “We will fight 
them if they come here.” 

“ That is what made those street boys so 
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insolent, then,” said Mirande. “ Grand¬ 
mother, they pelted Esperance and me as 
we came up the street, so that we had to run 
for our lives; they spoilt my clean cap, and 
they hurt Esperance’s arm—look herel” And 
she would have seized her sister’s arm and 
displayed the bruise, but the other drew it 
away, saying, “ That is nothing; I can think 
only of those poor people.” 

“ Well for them that they are out of this 
wicked world/’ said Madame Lemaistre. 

“We shall have no sermon to-morrow, 
I suppose/’ said Mirande. 

“We shall want one more than ever, I 
think,” said Esperance. 

“We shall have one the same as usual; 
M. Marlorat said he meant to preach about 
this—this affair,” said Leon. 

“ I shall not go, then,” said Mirande. 

“ Mirande, thou wilt do as thou art bid,” 
said her grandmother. 

“ Pardon, grandmother, my life is my own,” 
said Mirande. 
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“ Not so, my child. Thy life is God’s, not 
thine ; and if He pleases that thou shouldest 
be a martyr-” 

“I don’t wish for the honour,” said 
Mirande. “ I am sure I was never made for 
a martyr, as I was telling Esperance this 
afternoon.” 

“ Mirande,” said her grandmother, severely, 
“be silent. I will have no jesting on such 
subjects.” 

Whereat Mirande subsided with a little 
pout. 

This Saturday being a holiday, it was the 
custom in the Lemaistre family that all should 
sup together in the hall, and that the evening 
should be spent in games and in part singing, 
and concluded by the reading of a chapter of 
the Bible, and an extempore prayer by the 
master of the house. The Lemaistres were 
all musical, and even a fastidious critic would 
not have found much amiss in their singing, 
when Mirande and Denis took the highest 
part, and Esperance’s rich contralto chimed 
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in with her father’s bass and Leon Coquerel’s 
tenor. But to-night neither Lemaistre, Mar- 
lorat, nor young Coquerel vouchsafed any of 
their company to the ladies; and Mirande 
sulked, while her grandmother slept, and 
Esperance did her best to amuse Denis with 
old-fashioned fairy tales, such as one may 
hear to this day in Normandy farm-houses. 

At length, however, the clock struck nine, 
and Madame Lemaistre sent down Denis to 
ask if M. Marlorat would be kind enough to 
conduct their “ oraison ” that evening. In 
obedience to this summons, the three men 
appeared, looking eager, excited, and pre¬ 
occupied ; and Marlorat sat down in the seat 
of honour, and turned over the leaves of the 
large French Bible which lay on the table by 
his side. He then proceeded to read the 
verse: 

“ No weapon that is formed against thee 
shall prosper, and every tongue that shall 
rise against thee in judgment thou shalt con¬ 
demn. This is the heritage of the servants 
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of the Lord, and their righteousness is of 
Me, saith the Lord.” 

“My friends,” said Marlorat, closing the 
book, and gazing at the unshuttered mul- 
lioned window, through which the moon¬ 
light poured, with an abstracted far-off look, 
“ in times like this, it is indeed necessary, 
lest our faith fail; to think much of such 
promises as these. Let us remember that, 
though here and there we may be troubled 
by such occurrences as have come to our ears 
to-day, yet, as a body, we are safe. No 
weapon that is formed against us shall 
prosper. In our hands, my friends, lies the 
fate of France. We are the appointed people 
of God’s choice ; to us belongs the honour of 
spreading His light over our country. I do 
not mean that it may not befall us Rouennais 
to be called to yield our lives for our faith, 
like our brethren of Vassy in Champagne, but 
if it be so, my friends, let us do it with 
cheerfulness. We cannot fail to conquer in 
the end. The time will come—I see it as 
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with prophetic foresight—when the pure 
Gospel of God will be preached from every 
church in Rouen, in Normandy, in Paris. 
What say I ? all over France. In a hundred 
years, trust me, France will be Huguenot. 
Shall we then refuse to bear our part in this 
glorious battle ? Shall we, though the strife 
be hard for flesh and blood, faint and lay 
down our arms ? Shall we say, ‘ I dare not 
undertake the responsibility of shedding the 
blood of my fellow-countrymen ?’ My friends, 
no half measures will do. This is no time 
for womanish softness. We must resist the 
enemies of God to the death.” 

“But, Monsieur le Pasteur,” said Le- 
maistre, “is it not written, that he that 
taketh the sword shall perish by the sword ?” 

“My friend,” said Marlorat, “we must 
not take detached words thus to apply to our 
own case. Is it not also written, ‘Be ye 
strong and very courageous V Rather than 
yield tamely, as we have hitherto done, let 
us fall tooth and nail upon our enemies, and 
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wring our liberty from them. Then will it 
not be fulfilled that is written, ‘ I will tread 
them in mine anger, and trample them in 
my fury, and their blood shall be sprinkled 
upon my garments, and I will stain all my 
raiment ? For the day of vengeance is in my 
heart, and the year of my redeemed is come/ 

" Yes, my friends. This very year of our 
Lord, 1562, how do we know that this may 
not be the year of the Lord’s redeemed? 
How know we that before the winter winds 
blow, and the snow covers the dead leaves of 
autumn, France may not be free, violence no 
more to be heard in her land, wasting nor 
destruction within her borders ? If so is the 
will of God, at least let His purpose not be 
marred by our cowardice and faintness of 
heart. Let us pray, my friends.” 

And Marlorat, falling on his knees, poured 
forth a strain of prayer in accordance with 
the spirit of his address. In all he said there 
was that kind of force and impressiveness 
which arises from intense reality and eamest- 
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ness; he thoroughly believed every thing he 
said, and would not have hesitated for a 
moment in giving up his life for his faith. 
His hearers all caught the contagion of his 
fervency and earnestness, except Mirande, 
who was always rendered uncomfortable by 
any strong exhibition of feeling, and who 
could not help feeling her own misfortune 
this afternoon much more strongly than the 
news of the massacre at Vassy. When Mar- 
lorat was foretelling the happiness of the time 
when France should be free, it did strike her 
as a great relief, that then there would be no 
more danger of having all her best clothes 
spoilt by being pelted with dirt; but when 
he went on to talk about the necessity of 
bravely fighting in defence of the faith, poor 
Mirande shuddered and turned pale. A girl 
of the sixteenth century might be excused 
for feeling the horror of war rather than the 
glory of the cause of it, considering what war 
was then. 

She looked up at Esperance, hoping to see 
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some similar dread written in her sister’s face. 
No: Esperance was leaning forward with 
flushed cheeks and eager eyes, drinking in 
the pastor’s words; and a rapt look had come 
upon her face, as if her thoughts were in the 
glorious future of which Marlorat spoke, and 
she was hardly conscious of her own exist¬ 
ence. Leon Coquerel, too, was listening in¬ 
tently, with his eyes fixed on Marlorat; 
Lemaistre was looking on the ground with 
knitted brows, deep in thought; the grand¬ 
mother listened with closed eyes and folded 
hands. All were in full sympathy with the 
minister except poor little kitten-faced Mi- 
rande; and the perception of this turned her 
sulky, and,brought a pout to her pretty lips 
which did not leave them that evening. 

When the prayer was concluded, Lemaistre 
called little Denis and sent him off to bed. 
Then he said to the rest, “ I have something 
of importance to communicate to you, my 
friends. To thee also, Esperance,” for she 
had moved towards the door, thinking that 
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her father wished her and Mirande to follow 
Denis’s example. 

“ And Mirande?” said her grandmother. 

“Yes,” said Lemaistre after a pause, during 
which Mirande’s face had grown perceptibly 
longer. 

“ My children, can I trust you ?” he said, 
gravely. “ Come here, my girls.” And as 
they came to his side, he took one of their 
hands in each of his. 

“You have heard the words of M. le 
Pasteur this evening,” he went on. “ You 
know that the time to which we are now 
come is a strange and terrible time, in which 
it behoves us of the Eeligion to be of good 
courage, and to do and dare every thing for 
God and our faith.” 

“ I know it,” said Esperance: Mirande 
was silent. 

“ Monsieur Marlorat has made it plain to 
be seen that we must suffer in silence no 
longer, but must take up arms on behalf of 
our religion.” 

D 2 , 
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“ Oh, no, no! ” said Mirande, bursting into 
tears, half of fright and half of anger. 

“* Mirande!” said her grandmother, “con¬ 
trol thyself, my daughter. Such childish 
behaviour is unworthy of this occasion.” 

“ Don’t cry, Mirande,” said Esperance, in 
a whisper. 

But Mirande went on crying, apparently 
without trying to stop her tears, like a 
naughty child, and at last her father ordered 
her to her chamber, whither she escaped, 
slamming the door after her in a way which 
caused M. Marlorat to say, “ I fear that demoi¬ 
selle has an undisciplined mind, notwithstand¬ 
ing all your training, my friend Lemaistre.” 

“Why does she behave thus, my mother?” 
said Lemaistre, looking after her perplexed. 
“ I should even be astonished if it were our 
wild little Denis; but Mirande, at the age of 
sixteen! ” 

“ I blush for her, my son,” said Madame 
Lemaistre, severely. “ But now, my son, 
proceed with thy disclosure: we must not 
delay Monsieur le Pasteur.” 
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Lemaistre took out his handkerchief, wiped 
his honest perplexed face, and went on. 

“We have, as I have said, agreed to suffer 
in silence no longer; and therefore, my 
friends, on Monday, I leave this place for 
Paris, to confer with the chiefs of our party, 
and to provide arms and ammunition for our 
friends. To you, my mother, my daughter, 
and my friend Leon, I commit the charge of 
receiving and concealing the provisions of 
war which I shall send.” 

“ Wait a little moment, my friend,” said 
Marlorat, taking up the discourse. “ We are 
well assured of young Coquerel’s fidelity, and 
of that of your excellent mother; hut are we 
equally certain of that of this maiden ?” 

“ Examine her yourself, M. le Pasteur, and 
be satisfied on that score.” 

“ Esperance Lemaistre,” said Marlorat. 
She stood up in her place, curtsied, and 
remained standing, with flushed cheek and 
glittering eye. “ Mademoiselle, you know 
that under the old rule it was not considered 
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needful for a woman to be brave and fearless; 
that sterner virtue, as moralists then called 
it, was left to men. True, when I open my 
Bible, I do not read that women, more than 
men, are exempted from the command to 
confess Christ before men, and to have no 
fear of those that kill the body; but yet I 
fear that many, even in Christian families, 
like mademoiselle your sister, yield to weak 
and womanish fears, which should be left 
only to the women of the Catholics. Tell 
me, then, do you comprehend what war is, 
and what its possible horrors may be to our 
beautiful town of Rouen ?” 

“ I do, monsieur,” replied Esperance. 

“And are you willing to brave these 
horrors for the sake of the Gospel?” 

“ I am, monsieur,” said Esperance, with a 
thought flashing through her mind of the 
Pucelle’s career of triumph closed by the 
stake in the well-known “Place” near at 
hand. The story of the Pucelle was a familiar 
one to all Rouennaises girls; and, since she 
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was rather a political than a religious saint, 
even Huguenots dared to reverence her 
memory. 

“ God bless your resolution, my daughter, 
and keep you from flinching,” said Marlorat. 
Leon Coquerel looked up at her, and was 
struck at her look: he had never thought 
her so beautiful before, and he involuntarily 
shrank for her at what she did not shrink 
from for herself. 

“ I am satisfied, Lemaistre,” said M. Mar¬ 
lorat. “ Let us now proceed to business.” 

And the details of the conspiracy were dis¬ 
cussed and decided upon, as far as matters 
were, for the present, ripe. After which 
Esperance, curtseying to her father and 
grandmother, left the room, and went to 
her own chamber, where Mirande was sleep¬ 
ing soundly after her childish storm of 
tears. 

The enthusiastic Huguenot maiden stood 
by the window and looked out through the 
clear moonlight upon the grassy hills which 
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encircle Rouen; and as she looked, she mur¬ 
mured gently to herself: “ The hills stand 
about Jerusalem; even so standeth the Lord 
round about His people, from this time forth 
for evermore. I will be brave and fearless, 
I will not let the great work be hindered 
through me, even if my life must be yielded 
in the conflict. The stake is worthy of it.” 

She never dreamed that Leon Coquerel, 
having escorted M. Marlorat home, was 
pacing up and down the deserted entry, 
saying to himself, “Any risk to me is not 
worth mentioning; but what if she should 
suffer ? What if the horrors of war, of which 
she dreams so little, should reach her ? But 
they shall not, if my life can avert them. 
Meantime, it is for her safety that I have 
given in my adhesion to Marlorat’s plot. If 
it had not been for the thoughts of Vassy, it 
would have been long before I had consented 
to bring civil war upon France. However, 
the die is cast now: there is no harking 
back.” 
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Leon Coquerel’s history has not yet been 
told. He was the son of Norman parents, 
who had died for their faith, far away in the 
south, at sunny Toulouse, where they had 
settled as merchants; their goods had 
been confiscated, and their orphan child left 
destitute. Jaques Lemaistre was at that 
time in Toulouse on his mercantile business: 
a sturdy, honest man, with no particular creed, 
unless an intense. and bitter hatred of the 
priesthood, which he looked upon as an incar¬ 
nation of hypocrisy, might so be called. 
Personal acquaintance with a few earnest 
members of “the Religion,” especially with 
Coquerel and his wife, made a deep impres¬ 
sion upon him; and the sight of their mar¬ 
tyrdom completed their conquest. Before 
leaving Toulouse he professed himself a 
Huguenot, and carried away with him the 
little orphan, Leon Coquerel, whom thence¬ 
forth he treated entirely as his own son. 

Esperance, the nearest in age to Leon, had 
always been his especial companion; but 
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within the last year he had discovered that he 
cared for her in another way than simply as 
his adopted sister. In a word, he was deeply 
in love with this slim girl with the soft grey 
eyes and clear voice; and yet he had care¬ 
fully guarded himself from saying to her a 
word of downright love. To French ideas 
of filial duty, this would have been utter 
treachery. He had once or twice tried to 
broach the subject to Lemaistre, but each 
time the merchant had succeeded in turning 
it off: the last time by the very obvious 
fallacy of hearing the voice of his mother 
calling him, when in reality, as Leon knew, 
the worthy lady had gone to the “ preche ” 
with her granddaughters half an hour before. 
It was evident, he thought, that Lemaistre 
did not intend him to become his son-in-law, 
and was unwilling to give himself the pain 
of refusing him; and poor Leon, who had a 
humble opinion of himself, and acknowledged 
that he, after all, was but a dependant of the 
honest merchant’s, despaired of his love ever 
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succeeding, and thus baulked, threw himself 
all the more vehemently into the political 
and religious contests of the day. 

Lemaistre had no such ambitious plans 
for his daughter as Leon imputed to him, 
actually formed in his mind. He could 
scarcely have analysed the impulse which 
made him discourage Leon’s advances : he 
called it prudence, and so perhaps it was. 
After all, they were both very young, and, 
if they were in the same mind five years 
hence—why then—. Meanwhile, he trusted 
in Leon’s honour not to say a word to Es- 
perance that a brother might not have said; 
and, though it was a tolerably severe strain 
to put upon any young and ardent lover, 
Leon bore it. Whether he could have done 
as much without his second engrossing in¬ 
terest in public affairs, may be doubted. 

Lemaistre went to Paris, and, in due time, 
the Belle Marguerite arrived laden with bales 
of cloth, some of which were placed in the 
warehouse, and others, bearing a peculiar 
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mark, perceptible only to the initiated, were 
said by Leon to be damaged, and by him 
carried with some difficulty (owing to their 
remarkable weight) to a deep closet at the 
top of the house. The bales of cloth in reality 
contained ammunition, and were the first 
instalment of the provision for the coming 
outbreak. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Two or three weeks had passed : the Belle 
Marguerite had discharged two more loads 
from Paris, and the next time she returned 
her master was to return in her. The dark 
closet was filling fast, but the young con¬ 
spirators had hitherto kept their secret well, 
and no one suspected the damaged cloth to be 
anything but what it seemed. Leon and she 
had hitherto had no difficulty in recognising 
the false bales from the true, as there was a 
special mark, perceptible only to the initiated, 
on the former; and when, in the last load, 
the relative number of true and false bales 
had, as they thought, varied, they yet were 
unable to detect any mark upon the others 
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which might give them any idea that a mis¬ 
take had been made. 

However, a new incident happened just at 
this time, which diverted the minds of the 
young conspirators a little. 

It was a pleasant spring afternoon. The 
sun shone through the mullioned window into 
the little parlour, upon the grandmother’s 
silver hair and placid face, as she sat with her 
weary ‘work-worn hands folded before her, 
their labour nearly finished now. Mirande 
was sitting at her lace pillow, her fingers 
twinkling deftly in and out over the bobbins; 
and Esperance, sitting on a low stool on the 
hearth, was reading from the great Bible 
which lay open on her knees. 

A knock. Leon entered. 

“ Pardon, madame,” he said eagerly ; <c but 
I have something to tell you. Madame knows 
that a detachment of soldiers passed through 
our town this morning. They were stopping 
at the ‘ Silver Swan ’ to rest and eat, when 
Lambert’s Marthon — you know the girl— 
came to the well to draw water/’ 
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“ I know her well, ,r said Mirande, growing 
excited. 

“Well, one of these—Tavanne’s bulldogs, 
as they call them—insults the girl, and the 
others make a ring round her to prevent her 
escape. This in broad daylight, among us 
Rouennais! What would have befallen the 
poor girl I know not; when one young fellow, 
a stripling new to the work, I suppose, rushes 
on his comrades, breaks the ring, and calls to 
the girl to escape. All is confusion : the girl 
runs off; but the anger of the bulldogs is 
directed to the brave lad, who is left for dead 
in the courtyard.” 

“ Poor fellow ! Is he really dead ?” said the 
two girls at once. 

“ No; Lebrun, landlord of the ‘Silver Swan/ 
seeing how the land lay, dragge d him into 
an outhouse, where the poor lad lay like dead 
for three hours. Then, going in to remove 
the corpse—he had called me in to tell me 
the tale—we find that the lad breathes, though 
he is, as one might say, at the last gasp. We 
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called in a chirurgeon, who said that with 
skilful nursing he had known cases as bad 
recover. But now, madame, what is to be 
done ? I went to the hospital: not a bed 
empty. I do not know that there is much 
illness, but there is the disease of blood-letting 
rife when Tavanne’s bulldogs are near; and 
one of them was, I believe, making love to 
the fat nurse. I went to the Augustine and 
to the Benedictine convents: my face, it 
seems, was enough for one, and for the other 
it was sufficient that the poor lad had drawn 
his sword upon good Catholics. A pest on 
their hypocrisy and lying! ” 

“ Bring the poor lad here," said Madame 
Lemaistre, rising to the occasion. “ It shall 
never be said that I and mine spurned a poor 
lad who risked his life for a stranger girl 
about whom he knew nothing. Esperance 
and Mirande, go and get sheets and coverlet, 
and make up the bed in the stranger's room; 
and tell Toinette to prepare lint and bandages, 
and all that will be necessary. And you, 
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Leon Coquerel, bring the lad here without 
loss of time.” 

When Madame Lemaistre did rouse herself, 
every one had to obey her; and in a very 
short time, considering all that had to be 
done, the soldier boy was lying on the bed 
in the stranger’s room, unconscious, but 
alive. He was very young—not more than 
seventeen, if so much. He had a fair, boyish 
face, clear cut features, and soft light hair, 
and the terrible wounds from which he was 
suffering had spared his face, being principally 
on shoulder and head. He now and then 
muttered a few incoherent words, among 
which they could distinguish “ mother.” 

“ Poor boy, he has a mother at home,” said 
Madame Lemaistre. 

“I wonder where his home is?” said 
Mirande. 

“ I hope he may soon revive enough to tell 
us,” said her grandmother. “ But now, girls, 
we will leave him to Toinette for the present; 
the quieter he is, the better.” 
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Three days afterwards, Esperance was 
taking her turn of watching in the sick room. 
Hitherto the wounded lad had never been 
fully conscious; he had talked incoherently 
in a strange patois, which was not that of 
Normandy, and therefore unintelligible to 
the Rouennais who nursed him. The room 
was darkened, and Esperance sat by the 
window sewing in a stray gleam of light 
which made its way in by the side of the 
curtain. All was still: the lad had been 
sleeping quietly for some half hour or so. 
All at once Esperance heard a whispered 
“ Madame! ” She rose and came to the bed¬ 
side. The boy was now conscious, and looked 
up in her face with wistful eyes. 

“ Do you want anything, my boy ? ” she 
said, in a tender, motherly voice, speaking as 
she would have spoken to Denis. 

“Where am I, madame?” he said. 

“ You are with friends,” said Esperance. 
“ We are going to take care of you till you 
get well.” And she poured him out some 
tisane, and made him drink it. 
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“You are too good to me, madame," he 
said, and lay still again. Then he looked up, 
and said, “ How did I come here? I thought 
—or did I dream it ?—I was lying bleeding to 
death, all alone on some straw somewhere. 
It must have been a dream; was it?" 

“ No, my boy," said Esperanee. “ You in¬ 
terfered with your companions to protect a 
poor girl from insult, and they wounded and 
well nigh killed you. Never mind, it is over 
now : they cannot hurt you here,” she added, 
as the boy shivered and turned away his 
head. 

“ It is not that," he said : “ I am not afraid 
of them, only I cannot help remembering—" 
he shivered again, but she did not press him 
to speak. After another pause, he looked up 
at her again with a smile. “ You do not 
know even my name, madame." 

“ No ; what is it ?”• 

“ Gaspard de Mornay ; and yours, if I am 
not too bold, madame ? " 

“ Esperanee Lemaistre.” 
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“Thank you, madame.” He moved his 
uninjured arm to his breast, where he seemed 
to be feeling for something. 

“ What is it ? ” said Esperance. 

“ My beads, that my mother gave me. I 
ought to repeat an ave to the blessed Virgin 
for my deliverance, is it not so? But my 
beads are lost.” 

Esperance would have liked to set to work 
to convert her patient then and there; but 
her instincts as a nurse were too strong even 
for her proselytizing zeal. So she only said, 
“God will hear your thanksgiving without 
beads, my boy. Now I am going to get you 
some nice soup, and then you must sleep 
again. You have talked quite enough for the 
present.” 

Soon the boy was again asleep, and Es 
perance entered the parlour with a glad, 
sunny face. 

“ Grandmother, he is better! He has been 
talking to me: his name is Gaspard de 
Mornay. He seems a nice, gentle lad, and I 
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hope he will mend soon. I have left Toinette 
with him now, and he is sleeping. Grand¬ 
mother, I am so pleased.” 

“What a wild state thou art in, Esperance!” 
said Mirande. “ Thou art as bad as I am ; is 
she not, grandmother? By-the-bye, Denis 
told us such a curious thing to-day. He was 
in the shop, and took down a piece of cloth a 
customer wanted; when, would you believe it, 
my sister ? out of the inside rolls a basket-full 
of bullets.” 

“Was Leon there?” said Esperance, her 
heart standing still. 

“No; he was in the office, attending to 
some other business, and that monkey Denis, 
thinking it fine fun, runs off into the street to 
play at marbles with the other boys — fine 
marbles, truly! When Leon catches him, he 
sends him in with a good box on the ear, I 
promise you.” 

As soon as she could, Esperance made 
some excuse to leave the room, and went 
downstairs, hoping to find Leon. She found 
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him, evidently waiting for her, upon the 
stairs: lie beckoned her into the porch, 
whither she followed him. He looked anxious 
and troubled. 

“ I see you have heard of our misfortune, 
mademoiselle,” he said. 

“ I have. What is to be done ?” 

“ I expect that news of this will be carried 
to the mairie, and that the house will be 
searched. Monsieur le Maire is not the man 
to hear of bullets concealed in bales of cloth, 
in a time like this, and in a Huguenot house¬ 
hold, without interference. Then all is up 
with us.” 

“ No, it is not! ” said Esperance, ns a 
sudden thought struck her. “ If we had only 
time, we might remove those bales into the 
recess at the end of that closet, and board it 
up. There are boards in the house, brought 
to repair the kitchen armoire. Toinette must 
help us—but she is faithful and will not be¬ 
tray—and the grandmother must also know. 
We must set to work at once,—at once.” 


Digitized by Google 



55 


of the Siege of Rouen . 

“ But, if the house is to he searched, it will 
be soon—sooner than we can do this.” 

“ The grandmother and I will delay them 
in some way. Anything is better than that 
these bales should be found. Quick, Leon! 
Come up and examine the closet for yourself: 
Toinette shall bring up the boards, and you 
have tools. Here is the key.” 

“But why inform Toinette?” said Leon. 

“Don’t you see?” said Esperance, quite 
impatiently. “ She will beg them to come and 
search the house, and say she knows there is 
nothing to conceal. We will together bring 
forward so many excuses for delay, that you 
shall have time to finish it; only go and work 
instantly, I pray you, Leon.” 

Leon acquiesced in Esperance’s plan, except 
in respect of telling Toinette; and Esperance, 
on second thoughts, observed that she could 
throw out hints to the old servant so as to 
secure her help without letting her into the 
secret. This arranged, Leon, who was a 
good hand at rough carpentry, hastily fetched 
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his tools, and, in Toinette's absence in the sick 
room, triumphantly bore off the planks which 
were to repair her beloved armoire. 

The space which was to be boarded up was 
about a yard and a half wide, therefore there 
was not more work for Leon to do than might 
fairly be done by night, if no interruption 
took place. For two hours or so he worked 
on undisturbed; then a sharp imperious knock 
at the street door made him start, and a 
man’s voice, harsh and stern, rang through 
the house. It was Brevedent, lieutenant of 
police, come to search the house. 

Down the steps came Esperance to meet 
him, quiet and composed enough, and, except 
by her pale face, giving no sign of the tumult 
of fear and anxiety within. She made a 
sweeping curtsey to the lieutenant of police, 
quite as gracefully as if she had been a 
princess instead of a cloth-merchant's 
daughter. 

“ Pardon, monsieur,” she said, laying 
her finger on her lips ; “ we have a sick 
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person in the room yonder, and we are obliged 
to observe the utmost quietness, as this is the 
crisis of his disease : but may I ask the cause 
of monsieur's visit?” 

“The cause of my visit, my dear,” said 
M. Brevedent, a small man with a strutting 
step and most unpleasant voice, “ is to turn 
out your armouries and your wardrobes, and 
there to see if we cannot find something 
which has no business there. Ha, ha! you 
understand.” 

“Not in the least,” said Esperance, un- 
blushingly. 

Now, however, Madame Lemaistre made 
her appearance, leaning upon Mirande’s arm. 
She made exactly the same inquiry as Es¬ 
perance had done, and received the same 
answer, slightly more detailed. 

“ Ah ! ” said Esperance, “ it is because 
monsieur has heard of that strange mistake 
about the bale of cloth; you know, grand¬ 
mother. But, if he will step hither into the 
shop, I will explain to him in an instant how 
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that arose.” And while Mirande and her 
grandmother followed, Esperance led the way 
into the shop, where she showed him the 
traitor bale of cloth, on the corner of which was 
an inkmark, which, by ingenious imagination, 
might be said to bear some resemblance to 
an H. 

“ I will explain to monsieur,” said Mirande, 
catching her cue with astonishing quickness. 
“ Monsieur observes this H ? it is our private 
trade-mark of these bales which have to go 
on to Le Havre, whither, as monsieur doubt¬ 
less knows, the Belle Marguerite , our father’s 
barge, constantly makes its journey. But 
we, unfortunately, did not perceive this, and 
took it in here.” 

“ A pretty story enough, mademoiselle; 
but permit me to remark that it does your 
cause but little good, since the only object 
you could have in surreptitiously sending 
concealed ammunition to Le Havre would be 
to assist the English garrison there, your 
country’s enemies.” 
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“ Oh ! how, then, can monsieur charge us 
with hearts , so unpatriotic ? ” said Mirande, 
clasping her pretty hands. “ Does he not see 
that the ammunition was thus concealed in 
order that the Huguenots on the road, who 
look upon the English as their defenders, 
might not see it and seize it to use against 
our beautiful France?” 

“The rats and the mice understand one 
•another,” said M. Brevedent. “ No, made¬ 
moiselle, your clever pleading does not con¬ 
vince me : I am too old a blade for that.” 

“ Monsieur is welcome to search the shop,” 
said Esperance. “ All we can say is, that if 
he finds any more ammunition, which of 
course he may do in the same way that my 
little brother discovered this, he must believe 
that we are perfectly ignorant of it. But 
the only thing for which we can answer is, 
that if a great noise and confusion is made 
in the house this evening, as is inevitable if 
search is made, it may cost our patient his 
life.” 
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“ I am very sorry, mademoiselle ; but what 
can I do? I have my orders direct from 
Monsieur le Maire.” 

“ Monsieur le Maire could hardly guess, or 
blame you, monsieur, for accepting our hos¬ 
pitality for a few hours,” said Madame Le- 
maistre. “ By that time, I hope, the crisis 
will be over, and the poor lad will either be 
out of danger, or else dead. We have some 
excellent Ma9on wine, if you prefer it to 
cider.” 

“I shall be most happy, madame,” said 
Brevedent, “ if you will consent to bear me 
company during that period, you and your 
fair daughters.” And he gave a grin, which 
expressed his entire disbelief of their story, 
and of his conviction that he had now entirely 
removed their power of using the respite 
which they had demanded. 

“ My granddaughters and I shall be most 
happy to bear you company,” said Madame 
Lemaistre. 

“Madame will not mind extending her 
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hospitality to five or six of my men, who 
have accompanied me ? They are rough, but 
they will not harm her. Cider will be good 
enough for them.” 

Mirande looked piteously at her grand¬ 
mother ; but Esperance said in a low voice, 
“ Courage, my sister; it is the only thing to 
be done.” Then she said to Brevedent, “ If 
monsieur and his officials will go into that 
room, I will fetch the wine and all that is 
needed for the evening’s entertainment.” 

“ Mademoiselle is too good,” said Breve¬ 
dent, with the same grin. “ Pierre ! accom¬ 
pany that lady to the cellar, and help her 
to bring up the wine thence. And hark’ee ! 
attend to every word she says—don’t give 
her the trouble of opening her pretty lips in 
vain.” 

Pierre gave a shrewd assent, and followed 
Esperance as she made her way into the 
cellar and brought up the wine; and then 
as she made a voyage into the kitchen, and 
returned with drinking-vessels, brown bread, 
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and country cheese. Then she entered the 
room where her grandmother and Mirande 
were sitting, supporting as best they might 
the coarse vulgarity of their guests, and ar¬ 
ranged the table with deft hands; then she 
came up to Brevedent. 

“ Monsieur, as I perceive, is unwilling to 
leave me alone; but now I must implore of 
him not to follow me for a moment. I must 
go into the sick chamber, to give directions 
to the nurse respecting the patient; and I 
could not answer for the consequences if a 
stranger were to come near him in his pre¬ 
sent state. But I will leave the door open, 
so that he can stand and watch me all the 
time.” 

If Brevedent had known how Esperance’s 
heart was beating as she spoke, perhaps he 
might not have thought as he did, that here, 
at least, she was hiding nothing. So he gave 
his consent to Pierre remaining at the door of 
the sick room while she went in to see her 
patient. 
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Esperance went in gently, called Toinette, 
and then, taking up the jug of tisane, began 
dropping it very carefully into a drinking- 
glass, as though it were some dangerous 
medicine. The old woman understood the 
position of affairs. “Thinkest thou that is 
enough, Toinette ?” she said, turning away 
from the door and holding up the glass to 
the light as if to calculate the proper quan¬ 
tity. Then she whispered, so low that Pierre 
at the door could not hear her: “ Tell Leon 
to finish as soon as he can, and to be sure to 
remove the shavings, and make the place 
look as if nothing had ever happened there: 
mind!” Then, in a louder voice, though 
still hushed: “ And when thou thinkest all 
is safe for the poor fellow, Toinette, and the 
crisis is past, come and tell us in the salon, 
that these gentlemen may proceed to their 
work.” 

“When he wakes from his next sleep,” 
said Toinette, “ then he will either be better, 
or else so far gone that nothing will save 
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him. In either case, these gentlemen can do 
their work then.” 

“ Then thou wilt bring us word.” So say¬ 
ing, Esperance left the room, and conducted 
her keeper back to the presence-chamber, 
where, for the next three hours, the three 
ladies sat waiting their summons. Perhaps, 
of the three, Mirande was most to be pitied, 
for she was terribly frightened, and when 
one or two of the men spoke to her with 
rough familiarity she absolutely began to cry. 
Madame Lemaistre was calm and stately as 
ever, and was no little protection to her 
granddaughters; and Esperance was so sick 
with anxiety about the discovery of the plot, 
that she had little feeling to spare for personal 
fears. The long hours dragged on : the 
men drank enough to make them noisy and 
quarrelsome, but were carefully prevented by 
Brevedent from such excess as would muddle 
their wits, and Madame Lemaistre and the 
two girls were more than once absolutely 
terrified. But Brevedent was a protector to 
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them, notwithstanding his disagreeableness, 
and no actual ill befell them except the dis¬ 
comfort of being auditors of the coarse lan¬ 
guage and jokes which were bandied from 
one to the other of the men who sat round 
the table over their cider. 

At last Toinette came in. “ Madame, the 
poor lad has awoke from his sleep, and the 
worst has passed. I think it will be quite 
permissible for the gentlemen to search in 
his room now; only they will be kind enough 
to make no more noise than they can help.” 

The search began. The men made a 
thorough inspection of the sick room, which 
evidently they suspected to be the place 
where the arms were concealed : finding 
nothing there, they proceeded to search the 
rest of the house. When they came to the 
closet where Leon had been at work, Espe- 
rance could not help admiring the way in 
which he had arranged it. He had pushed a 
table against the boarding which he had 
finished, to prevent too close an inspection of 
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his work, and had piled upon it, and under 
it, packages of rubbish, which Esperance was 
sure could have come only from Toinettes 
old stores. She saw, too, that he had obeyed 
her commands as to clearing away all traces 
of his work; and, except for the inevitable 
smell of newly-sawn wood, no one could tell 
that the closet had been touched since the 
house had been built. 

However, the nostrils of Brevedent’s men 
were not of the most acute, and, to the great 
relief of all who knew the secret, they passed 
away out of that region. After ransacking 
and turning out all the stores of homespun 
linen which were reposing in the wardrobes, 
accumulating for the marriage outfit of the 
two girls, they at last made up their minds 
that nothing was concealed in the house, and 
took their departure. 

All this time Leon and Denis had been 
waiting in the office, which had already been 
searched : as soon as they heard the great 
key turn in the door, they came out of their 
hiding-place. 
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“ Esperance! ” began Leon with intense, 
suppressed eagerness, as he came forward and 
saw her standing at the door, wan and white, 
absolutely holding by the wall for support. 
At sight of him, she burst into tears: how 
great her suspense and anxiety had been, she 
only knew now that it was over. 

“ You are safe, mademoiselle ? ” he said, re¬ 
straining his inclination to go to her side 
and comfort her. “They have not hurt 
you ? ” 

“No,” sobbed Esperance, “they did not 
hurt us—and I did not mean to be so silly— 
only—only—I thought all would be dis¬ 
covered.” 

“ Don’t cry,” said Leon, looking wistfully 
at her. “ It is all over now, and you were a 
heroine. All is right, and nothing has been 
discovered, you know.” 

“That is owing to you,” said Esperance, 
recovering herself a little. “If it had not 
been for you, it would have been up with us 
all.” 

F 2 
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“Not at all,” said Leon. “It was your 
idea, mademoiselle: yours was the head that 
planned it, mine were but the hands which 
carried it out.” 

“With God’s help,” said Esperance, re¬ 
verently. 

“Yes, it is His cause, and He will not 
forsake His own,” said the young Huguenot, 
with a glad, confident smile. “We are work¬ 
ing and fighting for Him, are we not ? ” 

With these words they parted. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Gaspard de Mornay, whose wound had 
proved so opportune for the safety of his kind 
hosts, began to mend from the moment he 
recovered consciousness; and, before long, he 
was sufficiently recovered to be able to creep 
into the parlour, and to sit, propped with 
pillows, in the arm-chair by the hearth. 
However, although his wounds were healing 
fast, his health gained ground but slowly: 
the sword-cut upon his shoulder had caused 
the effusion of so much blood that he was 
reduced to great weakness, and the low diet 
which was the approved cure for every ill in 
those days, did not hasten his recovery. 
Toinette told her mistress that he would not 
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be able to leave them under two months, and 
her experience was not far wrong. 

Meanwhile, he had made his way, more or 
less, into every heart in the household. He 
had naturally gentle manners and winning 
ways, and his delicate face and extreme boy¬ 
ishness were a remarkable contrast to his 
profession and to the name of his corps, a 
byword for its ferocity throughout France. 
Madame Lemaistre asked him about his 
home and his histoiy on the first day on 
which he was sufficiently recovered to sit up. 

Gaspard looked up at her with a pathetic 
smile. “I have no home now, madame,” 
said he, simply: and then he proceeded to 
tell her how he had been brought up by his 
mother, the widow of a poor scion of a noble 
house, in a lonely village in Champagne. 
Also how, some two years since, she had 
died ; and then how the good priest, Pere 
Loys, had taken him into his charge, and, 
finding that he was an apt scholar, had pro¬ 
posed that he should enter the priesthood. 
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“ But that, inesdemoiselles, I did not wish,” 
said Gaspard, boyishly: “ I wanted to be a 
soldier, such a one as Pierre de Bayard, re¬ 
specting whom my mother has often spoken to 
me. Whereat Pere Loys shook his head, but 
desisted from his attempts; and as our family 
was noble, but poor and wholly without in¬ 
terest, the only pursuit open to me was that 
of fame. So my distant cousin, the Sieur de 
Mornay, who knows our captain, got me an 
entrance into his corps, where I have now 
been for a month.” 

“ So you are all alone in the world ? ” said 
Esperance, softly. 

“All alone, mademoiselle,” said Gaspard, 
who had just arrived at the sentimental age 
at which the pity of a pretty girl is pleasant 
to a boy’s heart. 

“Poor boy!” said Mirande. She always 
talked to him as though she were his grand¬ 
mother, although she was in reality his junior 
by some months. 

“And did you like your profession as 
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Lemaistre. 

“No, madame,” said Gaspard, losing his 
sentimental expression, and looking all at 
once years older than he had done the 
moment before, such a bitter look curled 
his lip and darkened his eyes. “A month 
with Tavanne’s bulldogs has cured me of 
that folly. If Pere Loys had known all that 
I know-” 

“ How ? ” said Esperance. 

Gaspard paused. Then, all at once, he 
burst forth, “ I know he was deceived, not de¬ 
ceiving—so was my blessed mother, mesdames 
—do not think I reflect upon them in what 
I say. But if you ask me in whose pay 
those comrades of mine serve, I can only say, 
€ In the devil’s.’ ” 

“ Then, my friend, I am thankful that any¬ 
thing has occurred to take you from their 
midst,” said Madame Lemaistre. 

“ It had come to that pass,” said Gaspard, 
“ that I was sick of witnessing their cruelty ; 
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I had withstood them, remonstrated with 
them, and only got laughed at and thrust 
aside for my pains, and I could stand it no 
longer. Mesdames, you will not believe me 
if I say that I have seen them take infants 
out of their cradles and run them through 
with their lances for sport, seize men and 
women whom they casually met, who hap¬ 
pened to have anything valuable about them, 
coolly kill them and appropriate what they 
wanted, and, worse besides, worse than I dare 
tell you. And I have seen priests—priests 
of the Church of God—coolly stand by and 
applaud these things. After that, mesdames, 
I had such disgust that I even took off my 
beads and threw them into the river, swear¬ 
ing that I would never more have act or part 
in such matters; that, since such things are 
done in the name of Religion, I would do 
without any at all.” 

“And then?” said Esperance, who had 
stopped her spinning-wheel to hear every 
word the boy spoke. 
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“ Then, mesdames, as we entered this town, 
we heard the voice of some one preaching 
outside the walls, and we waited a while to 
hear what was said. Then I heard him say, 
‘Messieurs, there may be those among you 
who know not what to believe, then let him 
act! They know how to do that. Let them 
relieve the oppressed, judge the fatherless, 
plead for the widow.** So I thought, That is 
for me ! and I resolved in my heart that next 
time the occasion offered I would do as the 
preacher said. And then, somehow, when 
the girl shrieked, her shriek stirred my 
blood, and I drew my sword to save her. 
After that I remember nothing until I found 
myself here, with mademoiselle by my bed¬ 
side.” 

This was Gaspard de Mornay’s story. An 
older man would not thus have bared his 
heart to three women, of whom all he knew 
was that they were kind and hospitable; a 
more reserved one would have kept his feel¬ 
ings to himself altogether. But it was 
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Gaspard’s youth and unreserve that was such 
a special charm to the Lemaistre family; and 
he himself was by no means discouraged by 
the kindling eyes of Esperance, which never 
glanced aside from him until his story was 
told. Very deep and soft those eyes were, 
and Leon was not altogether pleased at the 
glances which fell from them upon the young 
stranger. He did not know how entirely 
impersonal was Esperanee’s interest in the 
guest’s spiritual state. 

It was Esperance who went down to the 
wharf with Toinette to meet her father, and 
to relate the story of the search for the am¬ 
munition, and of their hospitality to Gaspard. 
The latter did not seem quite to please her 
father. 

“ One of Tavanne’s bulldogs in our house! ” 
he said. 

“Yes, father. But he is a good, gentle 
lad as you ever saw; and, my father, we 
have good hopes of his conversion.” And 
Esperance related to her father how interested 
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the boy seemed about their religion, and 
how he had begged her to lend him the 
great Bible, and would sit and read it for an 
hour together. 

u A bit of the fox there as well as the bull¬ 
dog,” said Lemaistre. 

“No, my father: I assure you that you 
are mistaken,” said Esperance, very earnestly. 
“ Besides, you forget how young he is. He 
is almost as much of a child in many things 
as Denis himself.” 

“Denis, ah! I hope the boy was well 
punished. Thy grandmother cut him off 
at least from supper and breakfast, my 
daughter?” 

“ No, my father,” said Esperance, recalling 
to her mind that, in the general relief after 
the visit of the police, Denis had not only 
escaped scot free, but had eaten up the best 
part of a pot of apricot jam for his supper. 

Lemaistre groaned. “ See what it comes 
to when I’m away! all goes wrong. And 
now even Toinette and Mirande are in the 
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secret, and how it is ever to be carried out I 
hardly know.” 

Lemaistre’s prejudices against Gaspard de 
Mornay vanished upon acquaintance with 
him, when he found that there was little of 
the bulldog and even less of the fox about 
him. What Esperance, too, had said about 
his inclination towards the religion of his 
hosts proved to be perfectly true: nor, per¬ 
haps, was it strange. The lad was naturally 
tender-hearted and impressible: the month 
he had passed in active service had been just 
long enough to sicken him of his companions, 
their cause, and their religion, and not suffi¬ 
cient time to familiarize and harden him to 
their ways. The change to the house of the 
Rouennais burgher was to him like paradise; 
and while his weakness made him meditative, 
and disposed him to grave thought, it was not 
wonderful that the atmosphere of madame’s 
parlour, with its severe but earnest religion, 
combined with the tender gravity of Espe¬ 
rance and the kindly fellowship of Leon, 
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should work upon his mind the first conscious 
religious impression that he had ever 
received. 

He was in this state of mind when M. Mar- 
lorat began to visit him. Marlorat was ex¬ 
actly the kind of man to influence a lad of 
Gaspard’s temperament. He was accustomed, 
on the occasion of his visits to the Lemaistres, 
to sit down in the chair of honour, and then, 
leaning forward, to begin to talk out the 
thoughts which were in his mind, seemingly 
so wrapt up in his subject that he was hardly 
aware whether any one listened or not. 
However, there was not much lack of atten¬ 
tion when Marlorat was speaking. He was 
not a man of any breadth of view : he could 
not enter into the feelings, or understand the 
stand-point of those who differed from him ; 
but he was possessed by intense fervour 
both of belief and action, and, untouched by 
doubt himself, undisturbed by perplexing 
lights and shadows on his path, was able to 
follow that path at a much swifter pace than 
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many larger and freer minds, bewildered by 
conflicting claims and duties. 

Marlorat’s belief was that the two parties 
now in France represented the opposing 
powers of God and of the devil. Speaking 
generally, he had much excuse for his belief; 
for the Huguenots represented the cause of 
earnestness, of spirituality, of morality, of 
freedom of thought. But a more far-sighted 
man than Marlorat might have seen that 
there were other qualities in “ the Religion,” 
which, though not so pleasant to acknowledge, 
were at least worthy of notice—a certain 
tendency to intolerance, bitterness, and vin¬ 
dictiveness, which, however natural and ex¬ 
cusable it was, could hardly be looked upon 
as the true spirit of Christianity. 

However, Marlorat saw nothing of this. 
To him France was a battle-field, in which 
Catholics in black armour, and Huguenots in 
white, were arrayed against one another; and 
in which the white-harnessed band was cer¬ 
tain to win, if not by their lives, then by 
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their deaths. This was the doctrine he en¬ 
larged upon to Madame Lemaistre, Gaspard, 
and Esperance, as they sat in the parlour, 
listening to his words as to the utterances of 
a prophet. Mirande was apt to find some 
pressing engagement, either in the kitchen 
or in her own room, when M. Marlorat ap¬ 
peared. She had no enthusiasm herself on 
the subject of her religion, and the manifesta¬ 
tion of it in others either stirred her laughter 
or bored her, as the case might be. There¬ 
fore, on the whole, perhaps she was wise to 
keep away. 

Under these influences, a month had not 
passed away before Gaspard de Mornay was 
a convert to the Religion; and, as is almost 
always the case, more outspoken and head¬ 
long in his devotion to it, than those around 
him who had been brought up in it all their 
lives. Marlorat’s pupil was one after his own 
heart. He dilated to Jacques Lemaistre on 
the promise, the fervency, the devotion of the 
young lad, his convert. f, We shall hear more 
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of this young man in after years,” prophesied 
Marlorat. 

“ You are much more likely to hear of 
Leon Coquerel, Monsieur le Pasteur,” said 
Lemaistre, bluntly. 

“ I think not, my friend. Young Coquerel 
is an honest, God-fearing young man, I well 
believe; but to me he lacks the peculiar unc¬ 
tion and fervency of this our latest convert.” 

“We shall see,” said Lemaistre, who was 
either too wise or too humble to argue re¬ 
specting the spiritual state of his fellow- 
creatures with Marlorat. 

Meanwhile, the conspiracy made progress. 
Strange visitors came at times to Lemaistre’s 
house. Sometimes it was a man in a blouse, 
.who tried to slouch his shoulders like a 
labourer, and was constantly forgetting him¬ 
self and betraying his martial air; or it would 
be a douce-looking burgher, who turned out 
to be some stern, fierce minister of the Mar¬ 
lorat stamp. The rising was, however, post¬ 
poned for a short time, in consequence of the 
G % 
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indecision of the great leader of the Huguenot 
party, Coligny, the best and the greatest 
man in France at that time. He took longer 
than some of his party considered necessary 
to debate the question whether he would 
plunge his country into a civil war or not. 
But the air was full of rumours of murders 
and massacres planned against the Huguenots 
—rumours which, looking at the St. Bartholo¬ 
mew ten years later, seem hardly to have been 
without foundation; and, finally, the rising 
was agreed upon, and the time fixed for the 
second Sunday in May. The manner in 
which the different inmates of the Lemaistre 
household looked forward to it was charac¬ 
teristic of their differing temperaments. 

Lemaistre and his mother were grave and 
anxious, and did not speak much of their 
hopes and fears, even to each other. They 
were old enough to know the terrible risks 
that they were running, and though they 
were steadfast in the cause they believed right, 
they had counted the cost, and had no illu- 
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sions on the subject. Gaspard and Mirande 
were the lightest of heart in the whole num¬ 
ber : Gaspard had a boy’s martial ardour, and 
a youthful convert’s unhesitating fervour, 
and, as he never cared to conceal his feelings, 
he made the two maidens of the household 
his confidantes, confiding to Mirande his 
martial aspirations, and to Esperance his 
religious ones. Mirande had recovered the 
terror with which she had received the first 
idea of war, and had come to like the excite¬ 
ment, and to think it great fun. She and 
Gaspard were now excellent friends, and, in 
the general bustle and preoccupation of the 
household, had more opportunity for chatter 
and flirtation than Madame Lemaistre would 
have considered at all decorous. 

Esperance was immersed in dreams of the 
future, so deeply as to have little interest in 
the ordinary affairs of life. Her thoughts 
were for ever dwelling upon the coming 
triumph of justice and righteousness, and she 
moved about habitually in an atmosphere of 
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lofty enthusiasm, nerved to yield everything 
she possessed, even life itself, for the attain¬ 
ment of her object. She did not talk much 
about her feelings : she did her daily tasks of 
embroidery, house-work, and cookery as usual; 
but there was a rapt look about her serious 
eyes which made her grandmother look wist¬ 
fully at her, and wonder whether one whose 
thoughts were thus above the world would 
be destined to a long life in it. 

Leon was heart and soul in the same cause 
with Esperance, but he had not the same 
implicit faith in its success. He was ready 
to fight and die if need be for it, but he fore¬ 
saw no such speedy triumph and deliverance 
as Esperance did. Nevertheless, he was bold 
to take his part in the conflict, believing that 
the battle of religious liberty was worth 
fighting, even with all the horrors it in¬ 
volved. 

So at last one brilliant spring day it came 
to pass that the church bells rang out all day, 
and men moved about the streets in large 
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bodies, with stern set faces, and no one. 
Catholic or Huguenot, attended service during 
the whole day. There were a few slight con¬ 
flicts in the streets, but the men of “ the 
Religion ” were much the strongest party, 
and got possession of the guardhouse and 
arsenal without much difficulty. Then came 
tt e first act of the new regime. Exhorted by 
Marlorat and other Protestant preachers, 
parties of Huguenots sallied forth into all the 
churches, broke down crosses and images, 
carried them away in fragments into the 
streets, and burnt the wood and broke up the 
marble until none was left, and the churches 
and cathedral remained standing, indeed, but 
bare and dismantled. 

The bitter feelings which the massacre at 
Vassy had produced in the Huguenots was 
more than echoed in the Catholic party when 
they beheld this desecration; though at least 
it had the merit of being a bloodless reprisal. 
“ Now they break down all the carved work 
thereof with axes and hammers,” muttered 
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the more thoughtful of the Catholic party to 
themselves, though they dared not say it 
aloud; for whichever party was uppermost 
in those days proscribed any sign of disaffec¬ 
tion in the other. But among the Huguenots 
it was a measure generally approved, if not 
universally joined in. Lemaistre, indeed, did 
not personally take part in the work of de¬ 
molition, and Leon said that he cared more 
to fight with men than images; but Gaspard 
de Momay and Denis were among the fiercest 
of the depredators, and came back in the 
evening in high spirits and with voracious 
appetites, to do credit to the excellent supper 
which Toinette and her two young mistresses 
had prepared in honour of the day. 

That was a high festival-day in the Le- 
maistres’ household, and even the grave 
burgher relaxed into mirth, and M. Marlorat, 
who had been bidden to share their meal, laid 
aside his usual severity and laughed at the 
lads’ jokes. 

“ Father,” said Denis, with his mouth full, 
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“ do you know Our Lady of St. Ouen very 
nearly made a martyr of me ? I was hammer¬ 
ing at the plaster to get her down, and all of a 
sudden there was a crash and a crack: I skip 
away just in time, and there she is on the 
ground shivered into bits.” 

“ Like Dagon fallen with his face upon the 
ground,” said Marlorat. 

“ No one will pray to her any more. To¬ 
day’s work has put an end to idolatry in 
Rouen, at least/’ said Gaspard. 

“And not only in Rouen, but in all the 
towns of the north,” said Lemaistre. 

" Jt is a glorious day,—the most glorious 
day of our lives,” said Esperance, with 
shining eyes. “ Now the truth will prevail 
without let or hindrance; will it not, M. le 
Pasteur ? ” 

“ Be not too sanguine, my child,” said old 
Madame Lemaistre; “ the Lord is not wont 
to do all His work in one day.” 

“ Madame, with the Lord one day is as a 
thousand years,” said Marlorat. “ Thousands 
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who held aloof before will have declared for 
us now. Our stay is in the hearts of our 
people, and I know not what should let us 
from going on from strength to strength, 
until before the God of Gods appeareth every 
one of us in Zion ! ” 

Esperance hung upon his words with en¬ 
thusiasm equal to his own, and Marlorat 
went on : “ Ay, to us Rouennais it may be 
given to bring back the kingdom of God on 
earth, and to France to be the land unto 
which all nations shall flow, because the glory 
of the Lord is there. My friends, we are 
working as Christians for our Master, and as 
Frenchmen for our country; let us beware 
lest any of us, like Achan, mar the work in 
tampering with the accursed thing. Leon 
Coquerel, I trow I saw you idling without 
instead of aiding in the destruction of the 
graven images ; beware lest any lukewarm¬ 
ness of yours injure our cause/’ 

“Leon is not lukewarm, M. le Pasteur,” 
said Lemaistre, while Leon shrugged his 
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shoulders and lifted his eyebrows slightly at 
the accusation; “ and there were plenty to 
do the work without him.” 

"No, monsieur,” said Esperance, "Leon 
is not lukewarm : he perilled his life on the 
day when M. Brevedent came to search the 
house for ammunition, and we might all have 
been taken and slain but for him.” 

Leon looked gratefully towards his defender, 
but it was impossible for him to thank her 
in any other way. 

A day or two afterwards, Esperance’s en¬ 
thusiasm and undoubting confidence in the 
absolute rightfulness of the Huguenot proceed¬ 
ings received their first check. Perhaps it was 
hardly worth calling a check; but for the 
first time she perceived that there might 
be unperceived hardships inflicted upon the 
opposite party. 

Old Maitre Jean had been somewhat 
neglected in the excitement of the last few 
days, and Esperance,. accompanied by old 
Toinette, tripped down the Rue de PHorloge 
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as she was doing when we first saw her, in 
her neat black dress, clean starched cap and 
bright buckles,—a fair sight for any eyes. 
There was no danger of pelting now, for 
Rouen was Huguenot. 

She found Maitre Jean sitting in his 
chamber at his books, looking older, thinner, 
greyer, than he had done before. He looked 
up and smiled at the gracious vision of the 
maiden, and put out his left hand feebly 
to her. 

“You look ill, Maitre Jean,” said Espe- 
rance, kindly. “ And I had so much to tell 
you—so much of the triumph of our glorious 
cause, that I feel sure you cannot choose but 
join us.” 

Maitre Jean smiled a faint smile. “My 
child, I am too well aware of the triumph of 
your cause. My right arm is helpless because 
of it.” 

“ And why, how ? ” said Esperance, eagerly. 
“ They could not have been our folk who hurt 
you, Maitre Jean. Tell me about it.” 
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“Eh bien, my child, thus it was. I go 
into the cathedral on Sunday, as is my wont; 
I seek the comer whither my mother used to 
lead me when I was a child, beside an image 
of Our Lady, whose face, ever since she died, 
has recalled to me hers. I see a tumult: I 
go up to it; there is a crowd of men there. 
I plead for the pretty, harmless image, as 
well as an old man like me can do: I say, 

‘ Spare it, what can it harm you ? Teach 
folk it is but white marble if you will, but 
leave it.’ Whereupon they turn on me with 
curses, and one strikes at me with the haft of 
an axe, and all to break my arm. That is it, 
my Virtue.” 

And poor Maitre Jean, hardly realizing 
how alien the spirit of the age was to senti¬ 
ment of any kind, praiseworthy or the reverse, 
looked ruefully at Esperance, and then half 
longingly towards his book. 

“ Oh, Maitre Jean, it must have been by 
an accident: they could not have intended to 
hurt you. Only, see you, the accursed thing 
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must be rooted out in Rouen, lest men return 
to the old idolatry, and-” 

“ Ah, my child, I do not complain. Only 
it is hard that just now, when my great book 
requires an argument to confirm its reasoning, 
whereof I was in the midst, my arm should 
be made useless, perhaps for life, so that I 
cannot write.” 

“ Could not I write for you, Maitre Jean ? 
I am a fair scribe, and if you could dictate,” 
said Esperance, blushing at her own pre¬ 
sumption. 

“ My child, it is Latin.” 

“ Ah ! ” Esperance shook her head. The 
ill was one she could not repair. Well for 
her had it been the only irreparable one 
committed by the party to which she had 
devoted herself, heart and soul. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Rouen was Huguenot, and the Religion 
paramount. For a few days the exhilaration 
consequent upon the first success remained 
among the burghers; then, as every day 
made it more plain that the work was not 
yet done, and that danger was everywhere 
present and not past, men resumed their 
stem intentness of countenance and gravity 
of demeanour, and set to work to act out the 
drama which as yet had been only begun by 
the rise of the curtain. 

Perhaps the two most hopeful persons in 
Rouen were Marlorat and his docile follower, 
Esperance Lemaistre. Esperance, in her 
girlish enthusiasm, saw but one side of the 
question; with unconscious self-deception she 
ignored everything that came before her 
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which might have shaken her fervent belief 
in the speedy success of her cause, and even 
when she heard of the assembling of a great 
hostile army which was to crush all the in¬ 
surrectionists, she did not even tremble or 
turn pale, but quoted to herself the examples 
of Joshua, of David, and of Hezekiah, as a 
proof that, however dark the prospect might 
be, God would not fail His own. She had 
not yet learnt that God’s ways are not as 
ours, and that since each generation of man¬ 
kind sees hut an infinitely small piece of the 
whole plan, none of them may dare to fancy 
they can grasp the whole. 

To others, the prospects of the Religion 
seemed doubtful. Everywhere, except in the 
revolted districts, the Huguenots were perse¬ 
cuted, not by open law, but by popular out¬ 
rage; and then there came tidings that in¬ 
terviews had taken place between the Guises 
and Conde, and that their object was to 
induce both sides to lay down their arms, 
with promises that religious freedom should 
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be granted to the Huguenots. Marlorat was 
furious at the very idea, and Gaspard not far 
behind him; while Leon and Lemaistre 
looked anxiously for more intelligence, know¬ 
ing, or at least forecasting too well, what 
faith would be kept with heretics. 

So June with its pleasant early summer 
passed away, and nothing was done; and 
the time which, rightly used, might have 
led to military successes, was wasted in vain 
waiting. But at length the news came that 
the negotiations were broken off; and with 
that the flower of the young Rouennais 
prepared to join the Huguenot army under 
Montgomery, among them Leon and Gaspard. 

Two days before he went, Leon, with 
beating heart yet resolute face, sought Le¬ 
maistre in his counting-house. 

“ M. Lemaistre,” said he, “ I cannot wait 
any longer. You have been like a father to 
me, so that I have never missed my own, and 
you may not be best pleased with that which 
I am going to say; ” and he stopped. 
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“Eh? say it out, then,” said Lemaistre, 
with a half smile. 

“Monsieur, I love your daughter Espe- 
rance. Will you give her to me to wife ? ” 

“ Hem—hem ! ” said Lemaistre. “And how 
are you to keep her, my friend ? ” 

“ I have hands and brains, M. Lemaistre; 
and, were it not for the martyrdom of my 
blessed parents, I should have had a pretty 
purse of money to match the dowry you 
could give her. As it is, I have none; and 
what dowry you may think fit for her, give 
or withhold as you will. Only remember, 
that these are times in which a strong arm 
is of more avail than a purse of louis, and if 
you entrust your Esperanee to me”—Leon 
faltered for a moment—“ I will die before I 
let those demons touch a hair of her head.” 

“ Well, my friend Leon,” said Lemaistre, 
after a pause, “ I cannot say that you have 
altogether astonished me, and my mother 
and I are of opinion that in these days it is 
well that the young damsels should have 
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protectors of their own; and though Monsieur 
Perthon, the fellmonger, did make me a good 
offer for my Esperance, and is a virtuous and 
godly man, yet report credits him for a 
coward, more apt to run away than to fight, 
and therefore I refused to hear his suit; for 
I would not that my girl’s life should be 
thrown away by her husband’s want of man¬ 
liness. Wherefore, if Esperance will have 
it so, I will throw no obstacle toward your 
betrothal. Jules,” he shouted into the shop 
through the glass door, “bid Mademoiselle 
Esperance descend hither.” 

Esperance, in her working costume of 
brown stuff petticoat and linen apron and 
bib, appeared in a few minutes, having just 
taken time to wash the flour from her hands 
and smooth her roughened hair; for she was 
in the midst of making a pudding. She 
curtseyed as she entered, according to custom, 
but a rich red spread over her cheek as she 
beheld Leon. 

“ Esperance, my daughter, our friend Leon 
H 2 
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Coquerel does thee the honour of demanding 
thy hand in marriage. If he is repugnant 
to thee, I will not entertain his proposal 
further.” 

“ My father, he is not repugnant to me,” 
said Esperance, a little . reluctantly; “ I will 
do your will.” 

" So much the better. He will never be 
as rich as M. Perthon, but he will be more 
available as a protector in these hard times, and 
he is heart and soul in the cause with us.” 

“ I know it,” said Esperance, with a doubt¬ 
ful look out of her grey eyes which somewhat 
belied her words. 

“ Then, my child, I accept Leon’s suit for 
thee. He is not rich, as I said; but there 
are better things than riches, and in these I 
trust he is not lacking,” and Lemaistre laid 
his daughter’s hand in Leon’s, and said, 
“ May the Eternal bless you, my children ! ” 

Then Esperance was dismissed that her 
father might talk on business matters to 
Leon ; and these were satisfactory, inasmuch 


Digitized by Google 



101 


of the Siege of Rouen* 

as the burgher promised to give Esperance the 
portion of a younger son upon her marriage 
with Leon, who, he hoped, would in time 
succeed him in his shop as partner with 
Denis. “ For Denis is but a giddy boy, and 
will want a wiser head than his own, and I 
may not live much longer/’ 

“I hope you will, monsieur,” said Leon, 
earnestly. 

“Ay, but in these days a man must not 
look for long life, so he holds by the Word of 
God/’ said Lemaistre; “ and I do not, for my 
part; but that is neither here nor there. 
You will wed Esperance, and you will have 
an eye upon our giddy little Mirande, when I 
and the old mother lie dead under the sod. I 
trust you, Leon Coquerel, as you have always 
shown yourself worthy of trust.” 

After which Leon, greatly moved, went to 
find Esperance, for he fancied that she had 
shown herself more reluctant to accept his 
proposal than he had hoped she might be. 
He found her alone, hanging out linen in the 
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little square garden at the back of the 
house. 

“ Esperance, I wanted thee for a moment. 
Tell me truly, dost thou mislike me as a 
husband ?” 

Esperance lifted down her arms from the 
clothes-line, and turned round to Leon with 
her fair serious face. “ Nay, Leon, I mislike 
thee not. Thou art more to my liking than 
any other; but yet my heart misgives me, 
though I would not withstand my father’s 
will. For is this a time to be thinking of 
marrying or giving in marriage, when we 
are waiting to see the great work that the 
Lord will do upon the land ? ” 

" Oh, Esperance ! ” said Leon, “ a woman’s 
heart is verily other than a man’s. For to 
me it seems that my arm will have thrice its 
strength and my heart thrice its courage in the 
battle, if I think that I am defending thee.” 

“ But/’ said Esperance, gravely, “ we are 
fighting the battles of the Lord, and He 
should be the first thought of either of us. 
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Otherwise how should we find it in our hearts 
to give up each other and die for Him ? ” 

This speech, with the admission it involved, 
was the most encouraging Leon had yet had. 

“ I hope He may call us to live for Him 
instead,” said Leon. 

" I suppose you and my father know best,” 
said the girl, ponderingly, “ but to me it 
seems as though it were good for the present 
distress that we should have as few ties to 
earth as possible. And if I were thy wife, 
Leon,”—she paused and reddened, then went 
on: “I fear the thought of thee and of thy 
danger would make me but a coward.” 

“ Sweetheart,” said Leon, “ thou sbalt wait 
as long as thou wilt. I will not hurry on 
our marriage till thou shalt give the word. 
Oh, Esperance, I have a new heart within 
me to-day, that I know thy will is good to¬ 
wards me.” 

At which Esperance gave a little smile, 
and said, “Not better than on other days, 
Leon, ever since I knew thee.” 
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With which assurance, consolatory or not, 
as he chose to take it, Esperance turned 
again to her work, and L£on heard the 
chimes strike four, the time for the volunteer 
drill, which called him to leave his courting 
and his lady love, so curiously matter of fact 
as regarded himself, and so enthusiastic upon 
the prospects of her country and Church. 

“ Have you heard ? ” said Mirande to 
Gaspard, some two hours later, looking very 
important as she spoke. “ Our Esperance is 
betrothed—guess to whom.” 

" To Coquerel, of course.” 

“ Ay! Folks have often told me I was 
bound to be wed before her, by reason that I 
was prettiest,” said Mirande naively, with a 
glance at Gaspard under her long eyelashes. 

“ Ah, yes,” said Gaspard. “ Mademoiselle 
Esperance is a saint, but you are a fairy. 
O, Mirande, if I dared ask your father! ” 

“No, no, you must not,” said Mirande; 
“ he would be so angry, be would forbid you 
the house—and then, M. Gaspard, what 
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would you say when he asked how you 
meant to keep me ? ” 

“ I have as much as Leon Coquerel,” said 
Gaspard. 

“ Pardon, no,” said Mirande, who enjoyed 
teazing him. “Leon is an excellent shop¬ 
man ; also he can keep accounts and add up 
ledgers that frighten me to look at; and 
what can you do ? Do you know what seven 
times seven is ? ” 

“Forty-six,” said Gaspard; then perceiving, 
from Mirande’s clear laugh, that he had 
answered wrong, he said petulantly, “Who 
cares? I am a noble, not a pettifogging 
scrivening burgher.” 

“ The burgher's daughter is much obliged,” 
said Mirande, with a curtsey and pout. 

“Now, Mirande, I did not mean that. 
You are fit to be a princess, you know it, and, 
if I have good luck, you shall be one ere 
long. Let me hut fall in the way of saving 
Conde, or the Admiral, or better still, kill 
one of the Guises in fair fight, all France 
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would ring with my fame, and they would 
make me baron at last. And then, Mirande, 
M. your father would no longer discard me 
if I whispered-” 

“ Go away with you! ” said Mirande, 
bestowing a smart box of the ear upon her 
too demonstrative lover. “ There is Esperance 
coming.” 

Two days afterwards, Leon Coquerel and 
Gaspard de Morn ay, arrayed in their sober- 
coloured uniform, brightened by the glitter 
of unused and unrusted arms, entered the 
parlour to bid farewell to the ladies of the 
household. They were a contrast: Leon 
with his square resolute face and long upper 
lip, and his strong, sturdy sinewy figure; 
and Gaspard, tall, slender and boyish, with 
his fair beardless face, high bred and hand¬ 
some, though not strong, and bright waving 
hair. 

“We have come to say adieu, madame,” 
said Leon, with something which choked him 
a little in the throat. 
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“ And to thank yon for all your hospitality, 
madame,” said Gaspard, “ more especially to 
a poor outcast like myself, to whom you have 
given a home and a faith.” The boy's eyes 
were dewy as he spoke; for Gaspard was one 
of those who cannot conceal their feelings. 

“Thank God, not me, my lad,” said 
Madame Lemaistre, giving him her cheek to 
kiss, as the custom was then. 

“ Nay, you too,” said Gaspard. “ And you, 
mademoiselle,” he added, as he kissed 
Esperance’s pale cheek and Mirande’s rosy 
one—the last with what Madame Lemaistre 
thought unnecessary fervour. 

Then it was Leon’s turn. He saluted 
Madame Lemaistre and Mirande in silence ; 
when he came to Esperance, he said, “Will 
not my betrothed give me one parting 
word?” 

“ What can I say ? ” whispered Esperance. 
“I must not complain because my soldier 
goes to fight the battles of the Lord. God be 
with you, Leon!” 
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She lifted up her fair cheek to his kiss, and 
he was gone. But he began to perceive that 
her heart was not so full of the cause in 
which he was fighting, but that it had room 
for love of him; and he was proportionately 
comforted. 

In a fortnight’s time, Esperance and her 
father each received a letter from the army. 
Esperance’s ran thus:— 

" My Betrothed,— I take this opportunity 
of sending you some intelligence, poor as it 
is, knowing that the hearts of those at home 
still remember their absent. I have the 
best accounts to give you of the sober and 
worthy demeanour of our soldiers; dice and 
drinking are unknown among them, and 
their time is spent in godly exercises and in 
hearkening to the preaching of our worthy 
ministers. One told me that the Admiral 
misdoubts the during of this good discipline; 
how this may be I know not, but we begin 
well at least. Men talk of marvellous great 
preparations on the enemy’s side to crush us; 
my heart misgives me that their strength far 
exceeds ours, yet I lose not hope, for it is 
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in the power of the Lord to save by many 
or by few. Nevertheless, let M. Marlorat 
say what he will, I am convinced that our 
peril is great, and that it becomes us better 
to up and face it than to cry ‘ peace 5 when 
peace there is none.—With honourable respect 
to your father and mother, I am your be¬ 
trothed lover, “ Leon Coquerel.” 

Gaspard’s ran thus:— 

“ Honoured Sir, —The prospects of the 
Religion wax brighter and brighter each day. 
A large troop of English joined the Count 
last week, and men say of them that they 
have the courage of lions with the appetite 
of wolves, wherefore I am fain to have them 
for comrades rather than for foes. We hear 
that the army of Satan is on its march north¬ 
ward, waxing ever greater and greater; but 
since we fight on the side of Heaven, what 
matters it? As the good pastor said but 
yesterday, c A thousand shall flee at the re¬ 
buke of one : s and I look that we shall earn 
ourselves fame and honour for ever while they 
perish in perdition. A lad not two months 
older than I was made captain yesterday for 
his service in slaying two spies single-handed; 
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maybe the demoiselles will hear that it is 
my turn next. Such rewards Heaven bestows 
on its own*—Yours, with grateful respect, 
“Gaspard de Mornay.” 

Lemaistre smiled humorously as he read 
this last letter. “That is hardly the way 
things go on in this world, my master,” said 
he to himself as he read it. “ Captain, quotha! 
a sorry captain I doubt thou wouldst make. 
But thou art but a child with all thine airs. 
Steady old Leon now has the right stuff in 
him, and sooner or later ’twill out.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The summer was waning, and with it 
waned the hopes of the Huguenots. The 
other towns which had risen in insurrection 
at the same time as Rouen,—Blois, Tours, 
Poitiers, Angers,—had been reconquered by 
the Catholic army under Anthony of Navarre, 
and tales were whispered as to the deeds of 
the assailants there which made men set 
their teeth savagely, and women turn sick 
with horror. The little Huguenot army, under 
Montgomery, retreated before the advance of 
Navarre and the Queen-mother, and finally 
threw itself into Rouen, the most important 
of the revolted towns, through the possession 
of which it was hoped that an English rein¬ 
forcement would come to assist them before 
all was lost. 

On a hot September afternoon the little 
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army, footsore and weary from a long march, 
defiled into the streets of Rouen, and marched 
into the Place in front of the Hdtel de Ville. 
Small as the numbers had now become,—not 
above two thousand Frenchmen, and the same 
number of English volunteers,—L^on and 
Gaspard were still among its ranks. Those 
who had homes in the town were quartered 
there, and thus Leon and Gaspard returned 
to their old quarters, sunburnt and travel- 
stained, but otherwise unaltered by their 
summer’s campaign. 

The Lemaistre family received them joy¬ 
fully, though the father’s face had an added 
shadow of care upon it, and old Madame 
Lemaistre had aged visibly while they had 
been away. Denis and Mirande were mis¬ 
chievous and mirthful as ever, and Esperance 
grave and gentle, with an added melancholy 
in her serious eyes. 

“ What do you think, Leon ? ” said M. Le¬ 
maistre. “Are our prospects as bad as they 
say ? ” 


Digitized by Google 



113 


of the Siege of Rouen . 

“I see not how they can be worse,” said 
L6on. “ The Catholic army grows like a 
snow-ball; the Queen Catherine is heading 
it herself.” 

“ Some say she is a witch in league with 
the devil,” said Gaspard. 

“ There is only one hope,” said Leon: “ that 
England may come to our aid. Half our army 
is English, and they cannot be willing that so 
many should perish. Otherwise, God help us!” 

“Thou talkest like a chicken-hearted fellow, 
friend Leon,” said Gaspard, in his clear boy¬ 
ish voice. “ Nay, nay, thou needest not fire 
up, we all know thou art not one. But let 
us look on the bright side of things the first 
time that we are reunited after so long. 
Your health, M. Lemaistre, and yours also, 
madame and mesdemoiselles.” And Gaspard 
touched his glass against Mirande’s, who was 
nearest to him, and quaffed it off with an air. 

“ M. Marlorat will not believe in danger,” 
said Esperance. “ He still holds that God 
will deliver us.” 
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maybe the demoiselles will hear that it is 
my turn next. Such rewards Heaven bestows 
on its own*—Yours, with grateful respect, 
“Gaspard de Mornay.” 

Lemaistre smiled humorously as he read 
this last letter. “ That is hardly the way 
things go on in this world, my master,” said 
he to himself as he read it. “ Captain, quotha! 
a sorry captain I doubt thou wouldst make. 
But thou art but a child with all thine airs. 
Steady old Leon now has the right stuff in 
him, and sooner or later ’twill out.” 
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“ And thou, Esperance ?” said Leon. 

“ Why should I forecast the future ? ” she 
said. “I will try to believe the best, at 
least now/’ 

When the meal was done, the others went 
into the parlour, but Esperance remained to 
put away the crockery, and L^on stayed with 
her. 

“Esperance, art thou glad to see me 
return ? Hast thou learnt to love me yet ? ” 
said Leon. 

“Ah, Leon/’ said Esperance, “I have 
thought at times that had I been thy wife I 
should hardly have known a heavier heart or 
a greater longing to know of thy safety than 
I have done since thou hast been gone.” 

“Then, my Esperance,” said Leon, over¬ 
joyed by this confession, “may I not hope that 
thou will consent now? If I spoke to thy 
father, proposing next Sunday-” 

“ No, Leon,” said Esperance, gravely. 
“ I have thought it well over, and I see 
not that it would be right to wed in these 


Digitized by Google 



115 


of the Siege of Rouen. 

troublous days that are coming, more espe¬ 
cially since my heart and thine are not alto¬ 
gether one in this matter. I am grieved to 
grieve thee, my friend; but I doubt thou hast 
not altogether sufficient faith for these times, 
and for us to be linked together might hinder 
the work that the Lord may call us to do.” 

“ Oh, Esperance! ” said L6on, very pale, 
“will you then give me up altogether? 
Remember our betrothal.” 

“ I would not give thee up, dear Leon,” 
said Esperance, tenderly. “ Only now, while 
this siege is upon us, it behoves us to think 
of what may tend to the honour of God 
rather than to our own happiness; and it 
seems to me that were we both free we were 
fitter instruments for His service. If I were 
in danger, and were thy wife, would not thy 
first thought be to save me ? ” 

“Ay, that were it, wife or no wife/’ said 
Leon. 

“ But it might not be in my power to escape 
danger,” said Esperance, “and it would go 
i 2 
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hard with me were there a chain as it were 
pulling me both ways, if the Lord needed me.” 

“ But, Esperance, I would never hold thee 
back from thy duty/’ said Leon's pleading 
voice. 

Esperance looked at him and shook her 
head. 

“ Dost thou not trust me, then ? ” said he 
a little sadly. 

“ I trust thy faithfulness to our cause, 
Leon, but not thy faith to God. And if we 
have not the faith which can remove 
mountains, how can we expect the mountains 
to be removed ? ” 

“If thou meanest,” said Leon a little 
fiercely, “ that I am to swallow all Marlorat 
says as though it were Scripture, then I own 
I have no faith. I am not going to yield my 
judgment to him as though I were a Catholic 
and he my confessor.” 

There was some indignant pride in Leon’s 
voice. He waited for some answer from 
Esperance, but none came. She stood silent 
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and sad beside the long narrow lattice, and 
the slanting rays of the sun touched her fair 
cheek and brow with their rich light. At 
last she turned round to him and said,— 

“ We will speak no more of it, Leon. I do 
not wish to grieve thee or to quarrel with 
thee; it is plain that our hearts are not as 
one in this matter, and therefore we must 
needs wait. Oh, Leon, if thou wouldest only 
believe! ” 

She did not understand the expression of 
Leon’s face as she spoke. He did not answer 
except by a look, which might to one less 
preoccupied have told of pain at undeserved 
misconception and resolute patience to endure 
it; but Esperance did not sound all the depth 
of Leon’s love for her until long afterwards. 

Then came a day of excitement. A royal 
herald entered the city with a demand to the 
Rouennais to surrender; and the burghers 
and pastors assembled in the Hotel de Ville 
to deliberate upon their reply. The offered 
terms were fair enough, and many of the 
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burghers were in favour of accepting them, 
and admitting the royal army; but others 
indignantly refused to yield their liberty to 
men who gloried in keeping no faith with 
heretics. Parties ran high, and something 
like tumult was threatened, when Marlorat’s 
spare figure rose from one of the back benches. 
He spoke as he could speak when the inspira¬ 
tion of excitement was upon him. He told 
them that to surrender now was to betray 
their country and their cause into the hands 
of the murderers of Tours and Blois ; to dis¬ 
honour and doubt God, who, they said, could 
no longer work miracles for them as He had 
done in the time of old; and to make the 
deaths of the martyrs useless. With im¬ 
passioned eloquence he described many of the 
occurrences then fresh in the hearts of men ; 
the murders and tortures of the faithful who 
would not deny the truth they held, the 
rivers red with blood rolling their crowds of 
corpses to the sea; and he asked them 
.whether they would cause all this blood to 
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have been shed in vain, by yielding now and 
refusing to trust in God’s power to save 
them. “ Rather fight to the last/’ said he, 
“ and die one by one of starvation behind 
these walls, if it must be so, than renounce 
the cause for which we fight. Not that such 
a fate need affray you, for the Lord will 
defend His own, even in the last extremity, 
and the angel of the Lord will encamp around 
us and deliver us. Remember what Elisha 
said to the young man, * They that be with 
us are more than they that be with them.’ 
My friends, were the eyes of your souls 
opened, we should see yon hills,” and he 
waved his hand where the grassy slopes rose 
in the distance beyond the river, “covered 
with horses and chariots of fire for our pro¬ 
tection. He will work a miracle for us sooner 
than that a hair of our heads should perish. 
And this it is not I that promise, but the Lord.” 

With which Marlorat sat down, and a 
silence fell upon all, which none at first dared 
to break. Then Lemaistre rose up. 
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“Messieurs, we have heard our pastor's 
argument. I say nought about that; whether 
the Lord will please to work a miracle in our 
behalf or no, I cannot say. But this I say, 
that the longer we hold out, the more hope 
that England will interpose in our behalf: 
we hold the key to Paris in our hands, and 
I doubt much that without such help our 
poor brethren scattered over France will never 
be in better case than now. We have not 
only ourselves to fight for, we have our co-. 
religionists, of whom we may not say, ‘Am 
I my brother’s keeper ?' Wherefore I pro¬ 
pose that we reject the terms made by the 
royal herald.” 

The proposal was carried, and the herald 
departed. Two days after the quiet green 
hills were covered with long lines of armed 
men, and Rouen was besieged. 

Esperance and Mirande were at their house¬ 
hold work on the morning after the siege had 
been declared. All at once there was a loud 
report, and a flash of white smoke. 
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“ What is it, what is it, Esperance ? ” said 
Mirande. 

“ The first shot fired against the city,” said 
Esperance. “ God have mercy on the poor 
souls who may fall to-day!” 

“ What wouldst thou do if Leon was among 
them ? ” said the mischievous younger sister. 
“ I don’t believe thou carest a rap for him.” 

cc Don’t talk of such things, Mirande,” said 
Esperance, with a little shiver. 

“ Well, thou dost not care for him as I do 
for Gaspard. If Gaspard’s little finger ached, 
I should sit down and cry; and he is not my 
betrothed even, only that he means to be 
some day. And thou canst let Leon go 
there where the fire is hottest.” 

“Mirande, I cannot talk about this; nor 
is it discreet for thee to talk thus about 
Gaspard. Young maidens should not let 
their tongue tell all that their heart feels,” 
added Esperance, finding some relief in carry¬ 
ing the war into the enemy’s country. 

Still, at intervals, throughout that day, 
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the heavy cumbrous cannon played on the 
city wall. The damage done, which was 
small in proportion to the number of shots, 
was eagerly repaired by the enthusiastic 
defenders of the city; and the garrison, 
or at least such of them as could be spared 
off duty, assembled during the evening in the 
cathedral to listen to one of Marlorat’s im¬ 
passioned discourses. Leon astonished the 
Lemaistre household by appearing there in¬ 
stead of attending “ le preche.” 

“I can’t stand it!” said L6on, wearily. 
“ I’m ready to fight and die, if die I must, in 
a losing cause; and it may be well for us 
Rouennais to sacrifice ourselves for the hope 
of English help; but to hear Marlorat pro¬ 
mising us a miracle as though he were in the 

secrets of Providence-” 

“ Dost thou think that God cannot work 
a miracle now-a-days, my friend?” said 
Esperance, reproachfully. 

“ No, Esperance,” said Leon, with a tender 
tone in his voice as he spoke to her; “ but 
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I know not what right we have to expect 
one more than the good citizens of Tours and 
Blois, and no miracle was worked for them.” 

“None will be worked for us except we 
have faith,” said Esperance, turning away. 
M. Marlorat had paid a visit to the house¬ 
hold that afternoon, and his burning words 
had revived the girl's enthusiasm, which the 
contagion of Leon’s hopelessness had some¬ 
what damped, and had more than ever con¬ 
firmed her in her belief that she was right in 
holding aloof from him. 

Gaspard came back from the preaching in 
a wild state of exaltation, and Leon saw how 
Esperance’s eyes kindled and her face flushed 
as the lad marched up and down the room 
repeating the passionate oratory he had just 
heard. “ Truly it is a glorious thing/’ said 
he, “to be one of our little army, and to 
realize, as we can do, the whole army of 
heaven standing about us on the right hand 
and the left, stronger far than the eighteen 
thousand on Our Lady’s hill.” 
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“Leon!” said Esperance, pleadingly, “why 
wilt thou not believe ?” 

“ I believe that the cause wherein we fight 
is the Lord’s cause,” said Leon, “and I am 
ready to peril my life and all I hold dear for 
it; but I cannot but see that our cause is 
desperate, and that we are but lost except for 
a miracle. And to me it seems more likely 
that He will call us to bear witness to Him in 
death than by some sign or wonder such as the 
world has not seen since the days of the Scrip¬ 
tures. But mine seems to be a sad forecast, 
Esperance, so I would not have thee and the 
rest hold it like me,” added Leon, with an effort. 
“ Hope if you can; hope while you may.” 

When the siege had lasted for a week, it 
seemed to the Lemaistres as if it had gone 
on for months. There was no lack of food 
in the city, and the besiegers with their 
clumsy artillery did little damage within the 
walls. Life went on much as usual; the 
few wounded men were taken and nursed in 
the hospital, the companies of the garrison 
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marched to and from the walls chanting 
Clement Marot’s psalms, their only war-songs, 
and attended the preaching in the evening 
as recreation. Four English soldiers were 
quartered in the Lemaistres’ house as well 
as Leon and Gaspard; three of these were 
rough and boorish, yeomen from the half- 
civilized wilds of Wiltshire and Somerset; the 
fourth was of gentler blood, by name Giles 
Aylmer, son of a large linen manufacturer at 
Bristol, who had twice been mayor of his 
city, and whose mother was a country squire’s 
daughter. He, having in some degree mas¬ 
tered the language, struck up a strong friend¬ 
ship with Leon Coquerel, and the two were 
so often to be seen together that Mirande 
took to calling Master Aylmer “ Leon’s roast 
beef,” which remark she, Gaspard, and Denis 
imagined to be extremely witty, and made 
use of on all occasions. 

The household jokes and laughter went on 
among these three young people throughout 
the first three weeks of the siege: they had 
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become used to an atmosphere of peril, and 
thought little of it, even though men’s faces 
began to look gloomy and foreboding, and 
day by day went on with no sign of succour 
from England. Even Marlorat’s preaching 
was not so popular as it had been, and men 
said, as he went by in the street, sometimes 
loud and sometimes low, “Where is the 
miracle M. le Pasteur promised us?” But 
still the young, giddy, happy creatures went 
on their unseeing way till an event happened 
which hushed them for the time. One Sun¬ 
day morning, about the middle of October, 
the good old grandmother was found dead in 
her bed, having passed away in sleep with 
a smile upon her lips. It was a peaceful end 
to a good life, and her son could hardly 
mourn for her, seeing the troubles that were 
coming upon the city) but none the less 
was it a sad break-up to the household which 
had hitherto been so sheltered and protected ; 
and it was only a foreshadowing of th 
greater wreck that was to come. 
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Esperance was quiet and serene as ever, as 
long as the still white face remained in the 
chamber upstairs for her to kiss and con¬ 
template: she comforted her father, and 
soothed Denis and Mirande, with the tender 
tact and motherly kindness which sometimes 
come out and astonish us in grave, quiet 
people. But when the funeral was over, and 
she came back to the empty room whence 
the kind sweet old face would never more 
smile upon her, she broke down entirely, and 
Leon found her sitting alone in the window- 
seat, crying silently. When he came in, she 
tried to check herself, and turned away so 
that he should not see her face. 

“There was a time,” said Leon, rather 
sadly, “when my betrothed would have let 
me weep with her, rather than hide her tears 
from me.” 

“ I could not help it, Leon!” said Espe¬ 
rance. “ I did not think I was so weak and 
foolish. Nay, I will confess. I was not 
weeping for her, I was weeping for myself, 
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and for the thought of the old pleasant days 
that are gone for ever with her, and will 
never come back. Ay, it is easier to talk 
than to act. Thou canst despise me now, if 
thou wilt.” 

“Despise thee, sweetheart? And why?” 
said Leon. 

“ Because my faith is weak when it comes 
to the proof; and that after all I have said 
to thee.” Esperance reddened and hid her 
face in her apron, for the avowal which her 
open-hearted candour demanded from her was 
humiliating. 

“Esperance, I know what it is too well 
to despise thee,” said Leon, in a voice tremu¬ 
lous with sympathy. “ Have I not had to 
stand and see Rouen wrecked, the fair offer 
of our foes refused, and ruin daily coming 
nearer to all I love, because of Marlorat’s mad 
confidence ; and has not my faith often failed 
as I look forward into the future ? One who 
is even vet in the midst of the battle cannot 
despise those who are fighting by his side. 


Digitized by Google 


of the Siege of Rouen . 129 

Yet I have borne it as yet, and trust to bear 
it to the end.” 

Esperance looked at him with surprise and 
a new reverence. 

“ How ?” she said. 

“ By the help of Him who fits the burden 
to the back,” said Leon. “And one thing 
I know which has ofttimes comforted me, 
that my betrothed was at least safe in the 
Lord’s keeping, since she was so true and 
firm, that never would she quit her safe 
hiding-place in His tabernacle for fear of 
what man should do unto her.” 

Esperance hid her face. “ Ah, my Leon, 
how foolish, how self-deceived I have been! 
Not true and firm, but full of vanity and 
self-will. L6on, thy faith is stronger than 
mine, and I all this while have held aloof 
from thee, lest thou shouldst weaken mine. 
I think, on the other hand, I need thee to 
strengthen me.” 

“ Not that, Esperance,” said Leon. “ But 
I think thou mayest trust me, sweetheart, 
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not to seek to turn thee away from thy duty 
by my weak love.” 

Esperance looked up in his face, and saw 
in the earnest look of the keen eyes, and the 
firm, grave set of the mouth, a resolution 
which more than confirmed his words. What 
had she been about to have found out this so 
late, and to have grieved him so long ? 

“ Forgive me, Leon,” she said, humbly. 
“ I have been vain and self-willed, and have 
added to thy burdens by my pride and folly. 
I will not again.” 

“I have nought to forgive,” said Leon; 
“only if thou wilt have it so, Esperance, 
wilt thou recall thy words, and allow me to 
speak to thy father before the end of this 
siege with all its horrors comes upon us ?” 

“ As thou wilt,” said Esperance. “ I need 
thy strength beside my own, my betrothed.” 

“To-morrow, then,” said Leon, “if the 
Lord will.” 

But in days like these men knew not what 
the morrow would bring forth. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The quiet October sunrise, in its robes of 
grey and gold, came up the next morning 
over the doomed city. Men rose and went 
about their business, thinking that the cessa¬ 
tion of the cannon, which usually began to 
boom as soon as it was light, told, if anything, 
that the besiegers were weary of their work, 
and would soon raise the siege. Marlorat 
thought of the destruction of the Assyrians 
by the angel of pestilence, and wondered 
whether, perchance, that miracle might be 
repeated here in Rouen; but a misgiving 
was beginning to rise in his innermost heart 
instead of the glad confidence with which he 
had formerly predicted success. Esperance 
was lost in humble thoughts about herself 
and Leon; she remembered how she had 
misconstrued him, fancied his sturdy common 
k % 
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sense unspiritual, and thought him merely a 
brave, simple, undiscerning man, untouched 
by the higher enthusiasm which to her made 
up so much of life, while she now found in 
him depths of goodness which made her 
humble herself before him. And Leon, at his 
garrison duty, was rejoicing over the consent 
which he had at last won from Esperance 
to delay their marriage no longer. 

Upon all of these burst an awful boom and 
roar, a thick grey smoke, and falling frag¬ 
ments of stone and brick. Alas! it was 
no token of supernatural help. It was an 
enormous breach made in the city walls, and 
all the efforts of the garrison were not suffi¬ 
cient to stop the assault of the besiegers as 
their enormous force rolled on into the city* 
A few fortunate ones were granted quarter 
and taken prisoners; many were mown down 
with the lances as they stood, others merely 
forced down and trampled by the rush of the 
assailants. Leon Coquerel had his hand shot 
off, and was barely able to crawl to a sheltered 
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comer before he fainted from loss of blood, 
and lay for dead among the many corpses 
who had been brave Rouennais citizens when 
the sun rose that morning. 

Lemaistre had not been idle or improvident 
with regard to precautions for his daughters’ 
safety. The prominent part which he had 
taken in advising the rejection of the offered 
terms, and his recognised position as one of 
the leaders of the revolt, made him a marked 
man, and there was only too great probability 
that his daughters would be involved in his 
danger, if they were not carefully kept out 
of sight during the first days after the taking 
of the town. He had therefore long ago 
determined that, in case of the sacking of the 
town, they should take refuge with good old 
Maitre Jean, whose house, as a good Catholic, 
and one known to have suffered from Hugue¬ 
not excesses, would be less liable to be searched 
than those of their other friends. Denis, 
much against his will, was to accompany 
them and share their abode. For himself, 
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he and Leon had turned to use the dark closet 
where the ammunition had been hidden in 
the time of Brevedent’s search. Marlorat 
was also to use this as a hiding-place, and, if 
necessary, Leon and Gaspard; but in this 
case it would be but close quarters, notwith¬ 
standing the ample ventilation afforded by 
the unglazed window in the point of the 
gable which communicated with it, and which 
had been enlarged so as to serve for a door, 
that there might be no internal communi¬ 
cation. It was provisioned and stored with 
rugs and blankets, both for the comfort of 
the occupants, and to deaden any sound that 
might proceed from within. 

Within half an hour from the explosion of 
the mine, Esperance and Mirande were safe 
within the little dark chamber at Maitre 
Jean’s, and Lemaistre and Marlorat had 
entered their hiding-place, of which no one 
not in the family had any idea. The plan 
was in one respect altered, as Toinette insisted 
on taking Denis to a cellar where they would 
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remain till the place was quiet, and then 
convoying him out of the town as her grand¬ 
son, to her brother’s farmhouse at LaMeillerie, 
a few miles distant. He would be the ruin 
of the best plan ever laid, she said; she knew 
him of old; which was true, considering that 
she had had charge of him ever since his birth. 
This, although settled without her father’s 
consent, Esperance thought the wisest plan, 
especially since, in their little chamber of six 
feet square, Denis would not have room to 
move, and would infallibly betray them and 
himself by some madcap trick. He was also 
extremely anxious to go, thinking it beneath 
his dignity to be put under his sisters’ charge 
as though he had not arrived at the ripe age 
of thirteen. 

Gaspard had been taken prisoner. As he 
stood almost alone, the men who had fought 
by his side having been cut down, he saw, 
by a strange coincidence, the De Mornay 
banner, carried before a stern soldierly man, 
whom, though he had only seen him once 
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before, he knew to be his own distant relation, 
the Sieur de Mornay. He seized the oppor¬ 
tunity : the odds against him were over¬ 
whelming, and quarter was seldom given in 
those ruthless days. “ Monsieur, my cousin, 
I yield my sword to you,” he said, panting; 
and the old soldier, who had watched the boy’s 
gallant defence in his progress towards the 
place, smiled graciously. “I accept it, my 
unknown kinsman,” said he; and Gaspard 
found himself taken* to the rear of the army, 
and treated with a deference which he had 
never known before, as the distinguished kins¬ 
man of the Sieur de Mornay. 

Leon was more fortunate than could have 
been anticipated by any one who had seen his 
desperate condition. His friend Aylmer had 
seen him fall; and, himself unhurt, bided his 
time, and made to his rescue. This he effected 
by despoiling a dead man of the Royal army 
of his uniform and casque, arraying himself 
in it, and in this disguise proceeding to 
convey Leon into a place of shelter not far off. 
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In a few hours the city was undergoing its 
doom. Horrors too terrible for description 
were being enacted in the familiar streets and 
among the dwellings of the Rouennais 
burghers; the cruelty of perhaps the most 
cruel soldiery in Europe had full scope of ex¬ 
ercise, and Rouen soon knew what it meant. 
After reading the account of the religious 
wars in France in the sixteenth century, we 
feel that even the tiger-fury of the Revolution 
in the eighteenth proved a marvellous advance 
in the humanity of the nation. 

Esperance and Mirande, meantime, sat 
together in their dark little den, listening to 
the shouts of the drunken soldiers, and the 
cries of their victims for mercy; and they 
knew that their own position was not without 
peril, since, if Maitre Jean’s Catholicism did 
not suffice to protect him from a domiciliary 
visit, their case would be hopeless. Mirande, 
poor child, a white quivering figure of terror, 
crouched on the floor in the comer, starting 
at every sound, with all the little sense she 
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had ever possessed frightened out of her; 
while Esperance sat upon the bed, leaning 
her face upon her hands,, thinking of Leon, 
wondering whether he were yet alive, and 
whether they would ever see one another again 
in this world. “ He was right,” she said to her¬ 
self sadly, "when he said we oughtto look to no 
miracle to save us. God help those poor folk 
outside there who have no pi ace wherein to hide. ” 

"Esperance, they are coming!” shrieked 
Mirande. 

" No, my little one,” said Esperance, sitting 
down beside her sister on the floor, with a 
pang of self-reproach that she had been so 
wrapped up in her own thoughts as to neglect 
Mirande; " they are not coming in. We 
are safe for the present, I think. But, my 
sister, you know they cannot really hurt us,” 
she went on, stroking Mirande’s fair hair. 
"No one can take us out of God's hand; 
even if they kill ns, they cannot harm us 
really. And it will seem only a short passage 
when we are there.” 
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“ But they shall not kill us! ” sobbed 
Mirande. “ I won’t have it! I won’t be 
killed ! I am not seventeen yet, and I will 
not die. Don’t say such things, Esperance; 
it is wicked ! cruel! ” 

“No, Mirande, it is not cruel,” said Espe¬ 
rance, sadly: “ it is the only true comfort. 
Leon may be there already.” 

“ Always Leon ! You never can think of 
any one else,” said Mirande, petulantly. 

“Mirande, don’t let us be unkind to one 
another. We don’t know whether this may 
not be our last day together,” said Esperance, 
in her quiet, sad voice. " Let us rather pray 
for strength to meet what may be sent us.” 

“ Pray yourself,” said Mirande, sullenly. 

So passed that miserable day, and the next. 
Then, when the early darkness closed over the 
town, Maitre Jean came in to see the girls, 
bringing a piece of paper in his hand. 

“A friend has brought this from your 
father, my Virtue,” he said to Esperance. 
“ I know not what were best to do.” 
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Esperance read, “ To Maitre Jean. Aqua 
caret. Send the boy at five a.m. We are 
half dead with thirst/’ 

“ ‘ Aqua caret ’ means they have no 
water,” explained Maitre Jean. “ They must 
have overlooked it. What can we do ? You 
see, they think Denis is here. I had best go, 
had I not ? only that if I do, and if any harm 
overtakes me, you are defenceless.” 

“ No,” said Esperance, “ it will not do for 
you to risk yourself; besides, Maitre Jean, 
your limbs are too feeble for the rope-ladder. 
Nay, leave it to me, I will do it. I will 
arrange it all; think no more about it.” 

“ What mean you, Esperance ? ” said 
Mirande. " How can you take the water 
there?” 

“ Some one must do it,” said Esperance, 
“ and Maitre Jean has run too many risks for 
us already. I must try, Mirande. I do not 
think there will be any great danger at that 
time in the morning. And if there is, Mirande, 
I am in the hands of God.” 
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" How foolish ! ** said Mirande. “ Surely 
they can do without water for once, or else 
fetch it themselves.” 

“ How can they leave their hiding-place ? 
Did you not hear Maitre Jean say how they 
were searching everywhere for M. Marlorat, 
and had set a price upon his head ? Are we 
to be selfish in the common peril of Rouen ? ” 
said Esperance, indignantly. 

“ You are always so obstinate,” said 
Mirande. “ Don’t ask me to go with you, 
Esperance. But it is your fault for sending 
Denis away with Toinette.” 

“ I should not like to send our little Denis 
into danger I would not share myself,” said 
Esperance, gravely. “ We have ten hours, 
Mirande; lie down and sleep, my little one, 
thou lookest so pale. ” 

And Mirande, after lamenting that there 
was no looking-glass in which she could con¬ 
template herself, slept very peacefully until 
she was awaked by Esperance’s gentle touch. 
The horror of the time was so strong upon 
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her that she screamed, “ Mercy, don’t kill 
me, good soldiers! ” before she well knew 
where she was. When her consciousness 
came back to her, she saw only the dim 
twilight of a rush candle, and Esperance, 
shrouded in a long black cloak and hood, 
pale and cold with something else than the 
chill of the early morning, but with a calm, 
resolute face. 

“ Kiss me, Mirande, I am going. Perhaps 
I shall never see thee again, my sister. I 
would not waken thee before, thou wert 
sleeping so peacefully. If anything happens 
to me, Mirande, and thou ever see Leon, my 
Leon, again, tell him I did this because it 
was my duty, and that I trust to meet him 
in the heavenly city, whither no evil thing 
can enter. W r ilt thou, Mirande ? Good-bye, 
my little one, and the Lord bless thee! ” 

A clinging convulsive kiss, and Esperance 
was gone. She had slung two large stone 
bottles foil of water under her cloak round 
her waist, and their weight altered her step, 
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and made her gait slow and heavy. The 
cold breath of the morning made her shiver 
as she stepped out from the shelter of the low 
oaken door; the night was dark, and she 
crept along in the shade of the houses, crouch¬ 
ing in an archway here and there, when she 
came upon a party of roystering soldiers 
staggering drunk back to their barracks after 
a carouse. Up the well-known street she 
toiled, till she reached the old familiar house. 
Out of its lower rooms rose the sound of songs 
very different from Marot’s Psalms; and 
Esperance hurried past the lighted windows, 
and turned into the little court-yard. She 
stood there for some quarter of an hour, for 
she had made allowances for delay ; just as 
the great clock struck five, a voice above said 
cautiously, “ Ho, there ? ” and Esperance 
answered, " Oui.” 

Then the coil of rope-ladder was flung 
down, and Esperance was just going to fasten 
the water-jars to it to be hauled up, when 
she was aware of a party of soldiers just 


Digitized by Google 



144 


Estperanee: a Story 

outside the gate of the court, who seemed to 
be thinking of entering With the instinct of 
escape, she placed her foot on the lowest step 
of the ladder, and began her toilsome climb— 
a somewhat dangerous ascent in the dark; 
but the girl was fearless and sure-footed, and 
before long she stood on the floor of the little 
hiding-place, by her father’s side. 

“ Esperance ! I thought it was Denis ! ” 
said her father, while she stood panting, too 
much out of breath to be able to explain at 
once. “ You should not have ventured out; 
the streets are not fit for girls.” 

Esperance explained how Toinette had 
taken charge of Denis, and how she had re¬ 
fused to accept Maitre Jean’s offer. She 
drew out the stone jars with their precious 
burden, and was rewarded by seeing the 
evident relief given by their contents to the 
two prisoners. 

“ And thou and Mirande are well ? ” said 
the father, anxiously. 

“ Yes, my father/’ 
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“Well, an I had known, I would never 
have suffered thee to come hither,” said Le¬ 
maistre. “Being as it is, I trow we must 
make the best of a bad matter. Tell us, 
what hearest thou how matters are going ? ” 

“ I know but little,” said Esperance ; “ only* 
this, that they have put a price upon Mon¬ 
sieur Marlorat's head.” 

Marlorat did not change countenance “ I 

fear it will go hard with thee, then, ^ friend 
Lemaistre, if they catch us togetlx er ” said 
he. 


“'That is like enough,” said 
“I hardly look to escape with my 
bout. Anything of Leon, my chil^j ? » 


“ Nothing,” said Esperance, sadly 
*‘He may be in a happier Wor’j j. 
time,” said Marlorat. “We might envr^hi ^ 
but that our time is like to come e^e ] * » 

“I must not keep thee, mv oy,rrj*G - 
Lemaistre. “The sooner you 
Ha I ” said he, as he looked T 

the opening; “the court-vard k t ~ 

L * vi iolk. 
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Thou must delay thy departure for a little, 
Esperance.” 

So Esperance remained in the hiding-place ; 
but the crowd did not disperse, and gradually 
the dawn came up in the sky and made the 
place light. Then Lemaistre, looking down, 
saw that the people below were looking up 
at the roof and windows, and calling to others 
within. 

“ This looks dangerous,” said he. “ It 
seems as though they* doubted of some 
hiding-place. Esperance, my child, I would 
I were dead of thirst sooner than thou wert 
here.” 

Esperance was pale, and the hand which 
lay in her father’s was icy cold; but she said 
only, “ Our safety lies not in our own hands, 
my father. I hope I may be content to 
follow whither better than I have gone 
before; and I would sooner die with you 
than that you should think I had failed in 
love toward you,” added she, pressing close 
to his side. 
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“ My brave love! ” said Lemaistre, tenderly, 
folding his arm round her. “Marlorat, I 
doubt it is up with us. Give us a prayer 
now while we have time to pray; it is better 
worth our while than looking out of yon 
peep-hole, to measure the nearness of our own 
destruction.” 

Marlorat stood up, as the custom was among 
the Reformed in France. He uncovered his 
head, and prayed; not with the eloquent 
passionateness which had once entranced 
Esperance, but calmly and gravely, sobered 
by the imminent peril in which they stood. 

“ Nay, nay, Marlorat,” said Lemaistre, 
“ we weighed the advantage of the whole 
people over the advantage of this city of 
Rouen, and we staked the issue. Had England 
helped us-” 

“ Thou didst so, Lemaistre,” said Marlorat, 
sadly. “ As for me, I looked for a miracle, 
and no miracle came. I doubt the faith of 
some of the Lord’s people is shaken, and all 
through me. Esperance Lemaistre, I mind 
l % 


Digitized by Google 



148 Esperanee: a Story 

me how you held to my teaching and gloried 
with me in the thought of the Lord’s great 
work. Is your faith clear, my child? Do 
you trust it is all for good, though I have 
deceived you, and the Lord pleases to try us 
in the furnace of affliction ? ” His keen eyes 
sought her face as though to read there her 
answer before she spoke it. 

Esperance lifted up her pale serious face. 
“ I do trust, M. Marlorat,” said she. “ Some 
must fall in the great cause before others can 
win; and it is not for us to choose our part.” 

“Thou art my own brave maiden,” said 
her father. “ Now let us wait with what 
patience we can until they track us.” 

The hours wore on slowly; and the crowd 
gathered without. Some one, inspired by 
desire of the reward offered to the betrayer of 
Marlorat, had discovered that on the morning 
of the taking of the city the pastor had been 
seen to enter Lemaistre’s house, and that 
none had seen him issue thence. This led 
to a stricter search of the premises ; two hours 
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had already been vainly wasted, when some 
sharp eyes beheld the little window under the 
eaves. 

“Whence looks that peep-hole yonder?” 
said a man who had been inside the house, 
and had gained a tolerable idea of its topo¬ 
graphy. “ Bide there, Jean, and direct me to 
it. I doubt I smell a rat yonder.” 

And thus on the scent, it was not long 
before the secret was discovered. The boards 
which Leon had placed at the entrance of the 
closet were sounded and found hollow, and 
before long Marlorat, Lemaistre, and Espe- 
rance were in the hands of their triumphant 
enemies, directed by their old antagonist 
Brevedent. 

There was no time for farewells. They 
were all three dragged off to prison, Brevedent 
saying with a leer to Esperance, “Nice 
Majon wine you gave us last spring, my 
pretty lass? I fear the prisoner’s fare you 
will have now will be less dainty. Hold hard, 
my good men, don’t hurt the damsel, she's 
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none of your coarse-grained Nanons and 
Babettes. Take her to the women’s prison 
for the present; there is the Seine for her 
afterwards—a cold bed for young limbs, eh, 
my beauty ? ” 

Esperance hardly heard. She knew she 
was being dragged along the narrow streets 
to the prison, with rough words and rougher 
blows, such as she in her protected maidenly 
life had never yet known, and her only desire 
was that her strength might hold out till she 
reached that haven of refuge. " If Leon 
had been here, he would not have left me to 
be treated so,” she said to herself once, when 
not fists only, but sticks, and stout ones too, 
were used to hurry the poor girl’s failing 
steps. Would she die before she reached the 
prison? Would these long weary streets ever 
be passed? She tried to hurry to escape her 
tormentors, but the pleasure of seeing her 
run was too much for them. In a moment 
they had quickened their pace and were upon 
her. She could stand no more, fell, and 
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would in all probability have been trampled 
to death, had not Brevedent, who was accom¬ 
panying the unruly procession, and who had 
a certain prejudice in favour of public order, 
spurred his horse forward, made way in the 
caowd, and took the girl's insensible form in 
his arms. 

“ Fair play, messieurs,” he cried out. “ The 
girl is to be taken to prison, not to be hunted 
like a wild beast, and 1 shall carry her thither 
myself. Can’t you treat a demoiselle with 
more respect than that ? ” 

And Esperance, insensible still, but gradu¬ 
ally returning to consciousness, was deposited 
in safety within the crowded walls of the 
town prison. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Mirande slept again after Esperance had 
left her, and did not awake till the full day¬ 
light had penetrated into the little dark den. 
Then she awoke and sobbed in disgust at 
finding herself alone, and her sister gone; 
but her disgust was soon changed into terror, 
as a loud knock was heard at the street door, 
and she heard Maitre Jean creep slowly to¬ 
wards it and cautiously withdraw the bolt. 

But it was a well-known voice, Lion’s, 
which asked in a low, eager tone—“ Is Espe¬ 
rance well ? Let me see her.” 

Mirande put her head out at the door of 
her hiding-place, and saw Leon in a strange 
disguise. He wore the slouched cap and grey 
overcoat of the royal uniform ; he had hidden 
the greater part of his face in a false grey 
beard, and wore a patch over one eye. Had 
it not been for his voice, no one would have 
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recognised him. One sleeve of his coat hung 
down empty, and he walked feebly as one 
recovering from an illness. 

“ Leon, what is the matter ? ” said Mi- 
rande, seeing how he staggered and was 
forced to steady himself against the wall. “ Oh, 
how droll you look ! But are you wounded ? ” 

“I have lost my hand—that is nothing,” 
said Leon, faintly. “ Let me go in and see 
Esperance, Mirande.” 

“Ah, my friend, she is not here,” said 
Maltre Jean. “ I sadly fear that some peril 
has overtaken her, though, perhaps, it may 
be only that her father has kept her for the 
day to share his hiding-place. They had 
no water, and Esperance went to take some. 
I hoped she would have returned ere daylight, 
but I fear-” 

Leon’s face turned so white, that the good 
old scholar feared he would have fainted, and 
handed him a glass of the country cider; but 
Leon put it down untasted. 

“No,” said he, when he had recovered 
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himself a little; u I am not going to faint 
like a girl. The chirurgeon said I ought not 
to move to-day, but I could not rest without 
seeing Esperance. I must go and see what 
can be done. Will you adjust my sling, 
Mirande? it has come unfastened.” 

He unbuttoned his overcoat, and Mirande 
shrunk back at the sight of the poor maimed 
arm, with its rough bandages ; for delicate 
manipulation was not , a quality of military 
surgery in those days, and poor Leon’s hand 
had been simply amputated and then seared 
with a hot iron. It was Maitre Jean who 
arranged the sling when Mirande drew back, 
and Leon thought that his Esperance would 
have shown more dexterity, though not more 
goodwill, than the worthy old grammarian. 

“ Stay,” said Mirande; “ Esperance gave 
me a message for you, Leon, but I hardly 
like to give it, because,” and she began to 
cry, “ it makes it seem as if we should never 
see her again/’ And Mirande gave the 
message between her sobs* Leon turned to 
the wall and groaned. 
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“Oh, why was I not here last night to 
have prevented this ! Just as I had arranged 
for everything, and could have taken you 
both out to the Farm to-night.” 

“ Oh, Leon, good Leon! And you will 
take me, will you not ? ” said Mirande. 

“ Certainly not,” said Leon, coldly; “ while 
Esperance is in danger, my place is by her 
side. You are safe here : the Queen enters 
to-day, and the place will be quiet after that. 
When I can take Esperance, I will take you.” 

With which he left the place, and took his 
way up the Rue de l’Horloge, where the 
crowd was still gathered about Lemaistre’s 
house, though their victims had been carried 
away to prison. “What is it?” said he, 
disguising his voice as he best could, for he 
knew that all future hopes of usefulness to 
Esperance depended upon his remaining un¬ 
discovered. 

“ Only that they have found a nest of Hu¬ 
guenots—two old ones and one young one,” 
said the man addressed. “ They tracked them 
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cleverly enough, and have sent them off to 
prison. The young one was a comely young 
damsel enough : pity to waste such as her in 
prison,” added the man with a laugh. 

Leon felt as if he could have knocked 
down the speaker with his one arm, but he 
did not try. He walked to the prison, found, 
by inquiry, that Lemaistre, Marl orat, and 
Esperance were all lodged within the walls, 
and returned to his place of refuge utterly 
spent, and powerless to do anything but rest 
for the whole afternoon, if that might be 
called rest which was merely inaction of body 
and restless labour of the brain. 

Giles Aylmer came in late in the afternoon. 
The royal party had entered, he said, and 
the city was growing quiet. He had watched 
them pass, and among them, in the train of 
one of the great nobles, he had seen Gaspard 
de Mornay. “ Could the youth have turned 
renegade ? ” he said. 

Leon paused. “ I can hardly tell,” he said. 
“De Mornay was a good, kind-hearted lad, 
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but over-easily led, and I doubt he is hardly 
made of the right stuff for these times. How 
did he look?” 

“ Half ashamed, more especially when he 
saw me. I trow he would have wished to 
stay and speak,” said Aylmer. “Mayhap 
he may help us in this matter of Made¬ 
moiselle Esperance.” 

“ To-morrow I will see to it,” said Leon. 

“ To-morrow thou wilt be at death's door, 
unless thou sleep,” said Aylmer. Here is a 
sleeping-draught which I have got from the 
chirurgeon; and, if thou wilt not drink it, I 
will pour it down thy throat.” 

Leon was perforce obliged to submit, and 
on the next morning he awoke better, and 
was able to make his way to Maitre Jean’s. 
His maimed arm was still painful, but the 
wound was beginning to heal, ai*d his steps 
were less faltering and his bearing more erect 
than on the day before. When Maitre Jean 
opened the door, however, Leon started with 
surprise; for he saw there the well-known 
face of Gaspard de Mornay. 


Digitized by Google 



158 Esperance : a Story 

“ Leon!” said Mirande, who looked 
radiant. 

if Leon, my poor fellow! ” said Gaspard, 
u thou hast been in the wars indeed. I came 
to see what I could do for the safety of these 
demoiselles: 1 can protect Mademoiselle 
Mirande, for my kinsman says that he will 
send both or either of them to Chateau 
Momay as attendants on his daughters, and 
that he will send trusty folk with them 
thither to protect them from insult on the 
road. But, alas ! I find that your betrothed 
is beyond my help/’ 

Gaspard talked fast, playing with the steel 
chain which he wore at his belt ; but he was 
evidently ill at ease, and the slightly patron¬ 
izing air which he had assumed did not sit 
upon him naturally. It irritated Leon, who 
said sarcastically, “ Monsieur is very good to 
take so much interest in us.” 

“ Come, Leon,” said Gaspard, relaxing into 
his natural manner; “ is it necessary to treat 
me thus because I have ”—he reddened, 
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“ because I have done a little ill to do a great 
good ?” 

“ Because you have renounced your faith ? ” 
said Leon, coldly. 

“ I could not help it,” said Gaspard, with 
boyish eagerness. “ They overtalked me, 
and they showed me how mistaken M. 
Marlorat had been, and that the result 
proved that God could not look with favour 
on our side.” 

“ A fine argument, truly!" said Leon. 

“And my kinsman offered to extend his 
protection to any of my friends except Le- 
maistre; and I could not help thinking of 
these demoiselles and of Denis, and I was 
fain to save them. Mademoiselle Mirande 
has done me the honour to accept my 
proposal.” 

“ Is it so, Mirande ? ” said Leon. " What 
would your poor father say could he know 
how lightly his daughter was to be won to 
renounce her faith ?” 

“There is no word said of renouncing 
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faith,” said Gaspard, sulkily. “ M. Lemaistre 
ought to be rejoiced to hear that his daughter 
is safe.” 

“ I can’t stay any longer in this wretched 
den, I am so tired of it,” said Mirande, 
pettishly. “It is all very well to talk of 
waiting for Esperance, but how do I know 
how long it may be before Esperance gets out 
of prison; and I can’t breathe in that little 
stifling hole, especially now that she is gone/’ 
And Mirande began to cry. Leon looked 
upon her with some contempt. 

“ Settle it as you will,” he said : “ I have 
no right to interfere.” And he was walking 
away, when Gaspard slipped out after him, 
and caught him by the shoulder. 

“ Leon, my good old Leon,” said he, “ do 
not be angry with me. I hold the truth in 
my heart, and the priest told me that an 
outward conformity was all the Church de¬ 
sired, and that I might think what I would.” 
Leon shook his head impatiently. “ I would 
do anything to save Mademoiselle Esperance. 
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I will try. Will you be here at this time 
to-morrow, so that I may tell you what suc¬ 
cess I have had ? w 

The eager boyish face looked into Lion's 
with an entreating gaze, and he could not 
help softening. 

“ Anght that is done for her ”—he said, 
and stopped with a choking in his throat. 

They parted, and Leon went back to his 
cell to plan with Aylmer impossible ways and 
means for Esperance’s deliverance. 

Meanwhile Esperance, whose youth and 
health had quickly recovered her from her 
swoon, when she was once safe from present 
peril within the prison walls, had had full 
opportunity for realizing her position. She 
had often dreamed of this end to everything: 
she had imagined what it would be to leave 
all her old pleasant life behind her, her child¬ 
hood’s home, and Leon's love. But then she 
had always fancied herself sustained by glow¬ 
ing faith and heavenly hope, such as she had 
read of in the lives of the martyrs, and such 
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as Marlorat had often described in his preach¬ 
ing. And now, as she sat on the cold stone 
floor, aching with bruises and dizzy with the 
noise around her, poor Esperance felt no 
fervent rapture of faith or glory in suffering; 
only the sense of pain and uneasiness, and 
sick shuddering and terror at the thought of 
the past scene and of its possible repetition, 
when the prisons should be emptied of their 
contents, and the Seine, like the Loire, carry 
down its boat-loads of corpses to the sea. She 
crouched there and clasped her hands toge¬ 
ther, trying to repeat verses of Scripture, or 
stanzas of the Psalms, to still her terror; but 
her aching head would hardly second her 
efforts, and she passed that day and the next 
in a heavy, half-conscious state, too feverish 
and weary for thought or connected effort oi 
mind. 

On the third day her strong young nature, 
refreshed by sound sleep, reasserted its powers, 
and Esperance awoke better in health, but 
more fully alive to the coming peril. How- 
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ever, the present, not the future, was before 
her, and she found some friends among the 
numerous inmates of the prison, of whom half 
at least were sufferers for conscience’ sake, 
while the other half were the dregs of society, 
and very noisy and quarrelsome companions. 
And now the girl began to find employment 
better than that of brooding over her own 
thoughts. She found some of her comrades 
in misfortune who were younger or weaker 
than she was, and in comforting them she 
found strength for herself. 

In the afternoon of that day the turnkey 
came in with fresh prisoners, and after 
shoving them in not very civilly, he called 
out in a rough voice, “ Girl Lemaistre! ” 

Esperance rose from the floor, where she 
had been sitting with young Salome Perthon's 
head in her lap, the daughter of the worthy 
man who had once aspired to Esperance's 
hand, in the far-off days of the pleasant 
summer, and whom Lemaistre had refused 
from doubt of his valour. Was this the call 
m % 
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to death ? She turned whiter than her apron, 
but her resolute self-controlled nature con¬ 
quered her terror, and she followed the 
turnkey out of the prison into a small side 
chamber, where two men were standing— 
Gaspard de Mornay, and another whose arm 
was in a sling, whose square-built figure was 
more familiar to her than his grey beard. 
The turnkey locked the door upon them, 
bidding them knock when they had done. 
Esperance looked up at the greybeard, and 
said, “ Leon ! ” 

“ So you knew me, sweetheart,” said Leon, 
putting his one arm round her. She leaned 
her head upon his shoulder with a sense of 
protection; but his voice was sad, and the 
little spark of hope she had felt at the sight 
of him faded out of her face. 

(( I should know thee anywhere, Leon,” 
said Esperance. “ Ah ! thou art wounded ! 
Thy hand?” 

“ My hand is gone ! ” said Leon; " but we 
will not talk of that, dear. This is not to set 
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you free, Esperance; it should, if my life 
would avail aught. But Gaspard, here, has 
an offer to make thee, and I came with him 
that I might see thee once more, though I 
know it is vain to offer it.” 

Esperance looked at Gaspard; he blushed. 

“The only way they will let you out. 
Mademoiselle Esperance,” he said, apologeti¬ 
cally. “ If you will see the priest at my 
kinsman’s, and attend mass to-morrow. The 
old man is kindly enough, and will not in¬ 
quire of your thoughts—the outward form is 
enough,” he went on hurriedly, abashed 
before the wondering gaze of those serious 
eyes. 

“This from you, Gaspard ?” said the girl. 
“ You, who were always so fervent for the 
faith! ” 

Gaspard said nothing, but turned away his 
face, showing scarlet blushes on cheek and 
ear. There was a pause. 

“ Gaspard has done his best to set thee 
free without the test,” said Leon. “These 
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two days we have laboured for thee, Espe¬ 
rance.” 

" And I can't bear to think of—of what 
will happen to you, Mademoiselle Esperance,” 
said the boy, in his eager voice, faltering 
towards the end. 

Esperance shivered. It was harder to 
resign herself to death now that Leon was by 
her side, and that she felt the full sweetness 
of his love. She looked up at him piteously; 
she felt him catch his breath quickly, and 
tighten his grasp of her. It was harder 
even now:, perhaps, for him than for her; for 
Esperance was many times dearer to him 
than his own life. 

Nevertheless, he rose to the occasion—he, 
whom Esperance had feared as likely to 
hinder her in her duty. 

“ It will not hurt you for long, dear,” he 
said. “ Hold firm. Heaven is beyond.” 

“Yes, Leon,” said Esperance, holding 
his hand tightly. “M. Gaspard, you are 
very good to me; but I may not accept the 
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safety you offer. But I thank you all the 
same.” 

Gaspard laid down his head upon the 
rough table and sobbed, forgetting the dig¬ 
nity of his eighteen years; but they could 
not attend to him; these last moments toge¬ 
ther were too precious for any other con¬ 
sideration. They stood together, their hearts 
too full for speech. 

“ Esperance,” said Leon, half choked as he 
spoke, “if all is well with you yonder, you 
will not forget me! Sweetheart, my fate will 
be the hardest of us twain. Would I could 
change with you ! ” 

“ Nay,” said Esperance, “ it is best as it is. 
Thou canst do better work for the Lord’s 
cause than I, a weak girl. I feel strong 
to meet death now that I have spoken to 
thee once more, dear Leon. Only —how 
sweet life would have been ! ” 

“ The sacrifice He demands is the sacrifice 
of our heart’s best,” said Leon. 

“Yes,” said Esperance, softly; “and since 
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He has given us more than we can ever give 
to Him, we must not refuse them. But oh, 
Leon, that we were together there!” 

“ We shall be, some day.” 

“ Make haste, messieurs, I want my sup¬ 
per,” shouted the rough voice of the turnkey; 
and the interview ended. One lingering kiss 
on the girl’s brow, and Leon tore himself 
away. 

Gaspard, with wet eyes, turned round to 
salute her. She gave a faintly quivering 
smile. 

“ Adieu! M. Gaspard. Come back to the 
truth, for it is the happiest, though we die 
for it,” she said. 

When Esperanee re-entered the prison, the 
women said that her face was like the face of 
an angel. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

When Leon came back to Maitre Jean’s, 
after bis visit to Esperance, he had hoped 
that Mirande might have been persuaded to 
wait before going to Chateau Mornay, to face 
the dangers which had already proved fatal to 
Gaspard. But Mirande declared that she 
could not bear to remain at Rouen, while 
Esperance might at any time be killed before 
her eyes; that even the thought of her 
father’s danger was sufficient to make her 
ill, and that it was very unkind of Leon to 
press the point. Gaspard was moody, and 
seemed unhappy, but stood firm to it that 
Mirande should go if she chose: and thus it 
happened that Mirande was despatched from 
Rouen to Chateau Mornay before a week was 
out after the taking of Rouen; Gaspard 
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escorting her for the first ten of the thirty 
miles she had to travel, and swearing eternal 
faithfulness to her as the lady of his heart. 

Leon obtained an order through Gaspard 
to visit Lemaistre in his prison. Lemais- 
tre, Marlorat, and another burgher had been 
sentenced to be hung, and the sentence was 
to be carried out in two days after Leon's 
visit. Lemaistre was the same sober, un¬ 
demonstrative man that he had ever been— 
grieved when he heard of Mirande’s flight, 
proud when Leon told him of Esperance’s 
courage. Marlorat’s spirits seemed to rise 
rather than fall with the prospect of death. 
He had looked forward to some such end 
as this all through his life, and though at 
one period his spirits had seemed to flag, 
when life or death were in suspense, they had 
revived again with the certainty of the end. 

They bade farewell to one another with the 
calm hardihood of those to whom death is 
familiar; and Leon heard it whispered about 
that the Constable Montmorency had been to 
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visit Mario rat, and had charged him with 
seducing the good people of Rouen into 
heresy. “ If I did,” said Marlorat, with his 
confident smile, “ I was seduced first by 
God.” Whereupon the Constable retreated, 
having nothing more to say. 

Leon went to be present at the execution, 
from the same feeling of respect which now 
makes people attend their friends’ funeral, 
and he had the satisfaction of seeing the 
three men end their lives bravely, as became 
those who were fighting for the truth. Such 
a sight infallibly drew converts, and many, 
even in those troubled times at Rouen, at¬ 
tended the proscribed “preche” from that 
day. 

Men spoke under their breath in later 
days, and told how mysterious judgments had 
fallen upon Marlorat’s persecutors, more es¬ 
pecially upon those who added to the tortures 
which the law decreed for him. We need 
not enter upon these details: the cruelties 
which disgraced humanity in those days 
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may be veiled from our eyes, while the 
spirit of faith and courage which animated 
the sufferers deserves to be remembered 
throughout all ages. 

But the days drew on, and still Esperanee 
languished in her prison, though Leon turned 
over in his mind every possible means of 
saving her. A week—two—three—a month 
was over and still she was left there, though 
many of those who had been there when first 
she came had gone the way she was prepared 
to go, and had exchanged their life of priva¬ 
tion and suffering for another, where they 
that have sown in tears reap in joy. The 
young round limbs found a hard bed on 
the bare stone floor of the prison, unprovided 
even with straw in the cold November even¬ 
ings, and the mouldy bread and thick water 
of the prison fare were not conducive to health 
and vigour; but yet, while many of the 
prisoners sickened, and some died, Esperanee 
remained fairly well, though thin and wan, 
and like a shadow of her former self. 
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It was a cold November evening. A thick 
grey fog from the west, such as does some¬ 
times occur even in France, had come up 
over Normandy, and crept into every house 
with its raw moisture. And Leon came into 
Maitre Jean's house, bearing a roll of parch¬ 
ment in his arms, which he deposited safely 
under the table, while he bolted the door and 
made all secure. His eyes were full of sup¬ 
pressed eagerness, and his mouth set. 

“ Maitre Jean, 9 ' he said, “I have just 
heard that in three days they are to empty 
all the prisons. Brevedent has decreed that 
they are too full, and has spoken of the 
Seine. But I have thought of a plan of 
saving Esperance, and I will carry it out or 
perish in the attempt, only you must help 
me. 

Maitre Jean grasped the young man’s 
hand. “Till death, my friend! What is 
the plan?” 

“ You are a good clerk, and can imitate 
handwriting,” said Leon. “ Will you forge 
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the Constable Montmorency’s signature for 
me? There is the copy.” And he drew 
out the parchment-scroll from under the 
table, and unrolled its length before his 
friend’s eyes. It was a notice respecting 
some regulation of the army which had been 
posted up outside the Hotel de Ville, and 
which Leon had found means, unperceived, 
to tear down and carry away. At its foot 
was affixed the signature, “ Montmorency, 
Connetable de France.” 

“ It will be a hanging matter if we are 
discovered,” said L£on. 

“ My friend,” said the old man, “ I have 
but a few years to live at the utmost, and 
I fear not death. If I can serve your 
Esperance — the sweet child — I will not 
complain if they kill the old bookworm. 
I have done but little in my life for my 
fellow-creatures, but this call upon me shall 
not find me backward. What is it you pro¬ 
pose to do ?” 

“ To forge an order from the Constable,” 


Digitized by Google 


177 


of the Siege of Rouen . 

said Leon; “to dress ourselves like men 
of his body-guard; and to pass it off odl 
Brevedent, getting it countersigned by him; 
then to go in, obtain Esperance, and carry 
her off to Toinette's brother's farm at La 
Meillerie. If it succeed, well; if not, Aylmer 
and I hang for our pains. But he is willing, 
and so am I.” # 

“ But,” said Maitre Jean, doubtfully, “you 
cannot go in that disguise, as one of the 
Constable’s body-guard. All Rouen is fami¬ 
liar with it, and if you drop it, surely Breve- 
dent will recognise you as Leon Coquerel. 

And your voice-” 

Leon laughed. “.I know how to disguise 
my face and my voice. Aylmer is to extract; 
iny front teeth, upper and lower, which wi\\^ 
so alter my face that I doubt whether any 
except, perhaps, one like Esperance, 
know me again. And it will also make 
voice like the voice of an old man, indisti^x ^ 
in utterance.” 

' “But, my son,” said Maitre Jean, do\^v^ 
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fully . c< if you onee disfigure yourself thus, it 
will be for life/’ 

“ For Esperance’s life,” said Leon. “ And 
I do not value my beauty, like the Court 
gallants who lounge upon the quays; nor 
do I think that Esperance will turn away 
from me, even if I become a monster of 
hideousness, wherewith to terrify the babes 
in the nursery. Now to our work.” 

Maitre Jean examined the parchment. “ I 
know a better way than that of forging the 
signature. I have here a liquid which I use 
for erasing the ink from a parchment, and 
making it useful for fresh purposes. If used 
with care, it cannot be detected, except by 
adepts. Cut off so much of the parchment, 
Leon, and bum the rest. Never mind the 
smell. We will let the Constable sign his 
own order, that none shall be able to gain¬ 
say it.” 

And Maitre Jean rubbed his hands with 
glee, and indeed seemed to develope so much 
more acuteness than Leon had ever given 
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him credit for, that the young man's hopes 
were proportionately raised by such an ally. 
The parchment was prepared, cleaned, leaving 
only the signature of Montmorency in the 
corner, and then Maitre Jean and Leon pro¬ 
ceeded to concoct an order for the deliverance 
of one Esperance Lemaistre to the officers of 
the Constable Montmorency, Jean Noel and 
Mathurin Gilles; and also to warn the said 
Esperance Lemaistre, that if she made resist¬ 
ance, or delayed immediate obedience, it 
should go hard with her. This was put in 
by Leon, to increase the verisimilitude of the 
document, and also to ensure that there should 
be no delay in Esperance’s appearance. 

"If I could warn her,” he said. “I fear 
so much that she will be terrified. But for 
this month I have prowled round the prison- 
walls, and never, except once with De 
Mornay, have I seen the way to have 
speech with her. No; I fear that is useless. 
I must trust to her to be brave, as she will 
be—my Esperance P 5 

N % 
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“But how have you procured the dress ?’* 
said Maitre Jean. 

“ Without difficulty. The pillage of the 
town has so turned the heads of the seig¬ 
neurs’ retainers, that they will not wear their 
old liveries, and barter them away in every 
drinking-booth for a pint of cider, without 
even pulling off the badge. I have two, for 
myself and Aylmer, somewhat the worse for 
wear, but good for our purpose.” 

“ And the time ? ” 

“ To-morrow at sunrise.” 

“ Good; but, my friend, if you could dis¬ 
guise your voice and your face without the 
violent measure you propose, it would be 
safer. Any marked disfigurement is like a 
brand in case of pursuit. Tenez ! Cut your 
hair, dye your skin olive, and practise talk¬ 
ing with a pebble in each cheek: a black 
beard, properly adjusted, will hide your moutli 
sufficiently” (and Maitre Jean produced 
one from a chest in the corner of the room). 
“Poor Lemaistre gave it to me, in case I 
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was in danger from sheltering his girls. Tie 
it on, my friend—only, wait. Here is dye. 
Rub it well over those ruddy cheeks of 
yours. But you must not wear your arm in 
a sling. It will betray you. You must pull 
on a glove, with fingers well stuffed. Ah, 
you did not think the old man knew so 
much; but I was young in my time, and 
conned other books than the Latin grammar 
then/’ 

And having arrayed Leon in this disguise, 
he was proceeding to inspect his work, when 
a knock was heard at the door, and Leon 
had barely time to escape into the little room 
which Esperance and Mirande had occupied, 
before the bolt was withdrawn and Gaspard 
de Mornay entered. 

“ Aylmer said I should find Leon here,” 
he began; when Leon, hearing the well- 
known voice, stepped out of his hiding-place 
into the room. Gaspard bowed coldly to the 
stranger, in some trepidation as to whether 
Maitre Jean was not harbouring an in- 


Digitized by Google 



182 Esperance: a Story 

former; for all men feared each other in 
those days. 

“ Monsieur,” said Leon, with his pebbles 
in his mouth, unable, notwithstanding his 
anxiety, to resist trying a joke upon Gaspard, 
“ allow me to show you a warrant for your 
arrest.” 

“From whom?” said Gaspard, fiercely 
drawing his sword. 

Leon burst into a hearty laugh,—such a 
laugh as had been scarcely heard from him 
since the beginning of the siege; but the 
revival of hope after its long depression was 
bringing back a little of the flow of spirits 
which were after all more natural to his age 
than the gravity which, from trouble and 
anxiety, had made him a middle-aged man 
before he had passed his first youth. 

Gaspard looked up astonished, recognised 
L&>n, and joined in the laugh feebly. “ I did 
not know you in the least, old fellow,” said 
he ; “ but I am glad to find you, for you are 
the only friend I have in the world.” 
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The lad spoke in a weary, depressed tone, 
unlike himself. A very few questions were 
enough to elicit the truth. 

“ It is Mirande. You know, Leon, I loved 
her as you love Esperance. No one could 
help loving her, with her pretty ways and 
her soft little face. And I denied my faith 
to save her, and now she has thrown me over.” 

Leon exclaimed. 

“And the worst of it is, that I know 
Robert de Mornay, my uncle’s eldest son, 
does not think to marry a bourgeoise, or to 
mis-ally himself in any way. The poor child 
is grasping at the moon, and she will ruin 
herself for a shadow, while I, who loved her 

truly, and thought she loved me- ” And 

Gaspard broke down and sobbed. 

“ Poor fellow! ” said Leon, compassionately, 
thinking how grieved Esperance would be. 

“There are better things in this world 
than woman’s love, my son,” said Maitre Jean. 

“ But I have forfeited them. I have given 
up all for her. I have deserted my God, and 
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He has deserted me,” said the poor boy, out¬ 
spoken in his remorse, as in his exaltation. 

“ He has not deserted thee, old Gaspard,” 
said Leon, putting his hand affectionately on 
the boy’s shoulder. “ He will have thee 
return to Him.” 

“But I have denied the faith. I have 
given occasion to its enemies to reproach it,” 
said Gaspard. “ I am no longer worthy to 
be counted among His people.” 

“ As for the faith, I doubt it can take care 
of itself,” said Leon, drily. “ For yourself, 
that was what the prodigal son said in the 
parable, and his father did not cast him out. 
Come back to us.” 

“Ah, that was what Mademoiselle Es- 
perance said,” said Gaspard. “ I have often 
wished I had never taken my kinsman’s 
terms; but it was for Mirande’s sake; and 
now, because I had nothing, and Robert was 
heir to Chateau Mornay, for her to forget 
everything, and tell me it was all over be¬ 
tween us —— ” _ ; 
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“ The little false thing! ” said Leon. “ I 
doubt she has not held her faith to Heaven 
better than her faith to you.” 

“ Ah, no," said Gaspard; “ and that, per¬ 
chance, was what hastened the matter; for I 
could not forget you, Leon, and more es¬ 
pecially Esperance and her brave refusal of 
life, even when it was so sweet to her; and I 
grieved to have cut myself off from you, and 
perhaps I wearied Mirande, when I went to 
the chateau with Robert, by my regrets for 
the past. Anyhow, she joined with Robert 
in laughing at me for my sad face, and when 
I got speech with her alone and told her that 
I was unhappy and repented of what I had 
done, she bade me go back to Rouen then: 
for her, she had had enough of religion, 
and since it had not answered, she meant 
now to please herself, and do as others did. 
Then I said, ‘ Mirande, I have acted an evil 
part, but I will act it no longer. I see that 
you will none of me, and I will relieve you 
of. my presence/ So I tried to warn her, 
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but she would not be warned. She said I 
insulted her, and that she knew some one 
who could defend her against insults, and that 
it was only because I was jealous and hated 
Robert. So I said I had not meant to insult 
her, but she said she would never speak to 
me again. We parted in anger, and here I 
am. I am in a mood for some desperate 
enterprise, for I care not what becomes of 
me,” concluded Gaspard, fiercely. 

“ Will you come with me to risk your life 
in saving Esperance to-morrow ? ” said Leon. 

“ Anything you will,” said Gaspard, 
eagerly. 

Leon propounded his scheme, and Gaspard 
caught at it with delight. 

“ We shall remain in hiding a little while 
at La Meillerie, till the danger of pursuit has 
passed. There is a pastor there who will 
marry Esperance and me, and then we shall 
take Denis and make our way to England, 
where Aylmer will befriend us. Will you 
come with us, Gaspard ? I cannot well fight 
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for my Esperance with my one arm,” said 
Leon; “ and I shall be thankful for another 
pair beside Aylmer’s, which are the only ones 
available.” 

Gaspard promised his assistance eagerly. 

“ All this is if our scheme goes right,” said 
Leon. “ If it fails-” he paused. 

“ Death ! ” said Gaspard. 

“ My friends,” said Maitre Jean, “ it grows 
late, and you should sleep, for your nerves 
should be well strung for to-morrow’s task.” 

“ I cannot sleep,” said Leon; " too much 
is at stake. Nevertheless, I will go back to 
Aylmer, now. Farewell, Maitre Jean. If 
we are successful, I will leave the Mont¬ 
morency badge behind the first tree on the 
La Meillerie road, on the left-hand side; if 
not, you will probably find my corpse hanging 
on the gallows by the gate. But whether or 
no, God only can reward you for all you 
have done for Esperance and me.” 

And they went out into the street. 
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CHAPTER X. 

The faint light of the late winter morning 
came through the high-grated windows into 
the prison where Esperance lay. Bitterly 
cold though the nights were, when the rain 
heat through the unglazed openings, and the 
frosty air nipped the hands and feet of the 
poor ill-clothed women who lay as close as 
they could for shelter and warmth, the venti¬ 
lation thus produced averted the prison fever, 
which otherwise must have arisen from the 
crowding together of so many human beings 
in so small a compass. 

Esperance had not slept during the past 
night. Rumours of the intended emptying 
of the prisons in two days had reached the 
ears of the prisoners, and she was contem¬ 
plating the face of death, which had now 
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oome so near to her, that after this long weary 
imprisonment it was like the face of a friend* 
She could look forward to it now without 
trembling or blenching. Partly perhaps this 
might be, that the weariness of those long 
days and weeks in their forced inaction, 
without sight of earth or sky, had taken 
away the natural love of life which is so 
strong in the young; but greatly because 
her faith had grown stronger with the need 
for exercising it, and she could feel that it 
was not death but deviation from the law of 
right, which was the real evil. While she 
obeyed God and her conscience, no power in 
the universe could in truth harm her* 

“ Poor Leon,” thought Esperance, “ I hope 
his life will not be a long one. He loves me 
so much, he will be so sad without me. Yet 
I do not know : there may be work for him 
to do which God will not have undone, and 
then I must give him up. It will be harder 
for him than for me; but God knows best.” 

Then the faint whiteness of the dawn began 
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to make itself visible on tbe prison roof, and 
Esperance rose stiffly from her cold hard bed, 
and knelt in the corner for her morning 
prayer. There was some hope of quiet in the 
prison, if she rose thus early; otherwise, there 
was little. “ One more morning,” she thought, 
“ and then it will be over. I hope they will 
not kill us in prison; I should like to see the 
sky, and the green hills, and the city once 
more. O my poor Leon! I hope you will not 
see it: it would hurt you more than me; ” 
and Esperance gave a little shiver, as she 
thought of the cold river and the rough 
shouts and blows and thrusts which would 
probably fall to her lot before the end was 
accomplished, and the rest attained. 

The light increased, and the prisoners 
awoke one by one, and began to talk about 
how long it would be before the turnkey 
brought them their breakfast, and whether 
the bread would be mouldy again, as it was 
yesterday. Such were the chief events of 
their life, and the general topics of their 
conversation, poor things ! 
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Hg entered &t last, carrying in his hsnd s 
parchment. “Two officers of the Constable 
come for the woman Lemaistre,” he said, 
casting his eyes round on the crowd of 
women. Esperance rose, pale as death but 
unfaltering. The end was come, then ? 

The women clung round her to bid her 
farewell, with sobs and tears, for Esperance, 
in her quiet strength, was a general friend 
and comforter. She did not cry, but stood 
tearless. 

“ No lingering! ” said the turnkey roughly, 
pushing the poor creatures away, and catching 
hold of Esperance’s thin arm roughly. «I 
tell you, the warrant says expressly, that if 
there be any delay it shall go hard with you, 
girl.” 

“ O Esperance! but you will pray for us 
when you have reached your rest?” said one 
woman’s feeble-strained voice. 

“ 1 wi U never forget you, my friends,” said 
Esperance. “ Pray for me also. Adieu!” 

And she left the prison, and was ushered 
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out into the soft sunshine of a mild November 
day. Two soldiers stood beside the prison 
gate. She did not look up at their faces. 

“I had best tie her hands/ 5 said the 
turnkey : “ these Huguenots are like demons 
sometimes—possessed, I believe.” 

“ No, no, nonsense,” said a voice in a strong 
English accent, which seemed familiar to 
Esperance; “ two men can manage that slip 
of a lass. We should be ashamed to have our 
comrades see us with a woman with her 
hands tied. Come, the Constable is a peppery 
man, and he has been oiling the thumbscrews 
himself last night, in preparation.’ 5 He 
tried to give Esperance a reassuring nudge, 
but she was too much bewildered to be able 
to comprehend, and thought every word he 
said true. So they were going to torture 
her! Would she have courage to endure it ? 

“ Go, then,” said the man, “ and I wish 
the Constable good sport. I’d rather he’d 
taken one of the others, though; this lass is 
so quiet, she gives no trouble. Good-bye, my 
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Catholic.” 

“ We are nearly safe,” said Leon’s voice in 
her ear, when the turnkey was out of earshot. 
Why should her tormentor have that voice ? 
She looked up amazed; and, still more 
strange, Montmorency’s officer had stolen 
Leon’s eyes too ! 

“ Thou art nearly safe, my Esperance,” the 
voice said. “ Hasten, quick. Gaspard is 
waiting with horses. I will explain after¬ 
wards.” And they hurried her along, too fast 
to speak, almost too fast for her stiff cramped 
limbs to bear; but she put forth all her 
energy to walking, not even troubling herself 
to wonder at the strange occurrence which 
had befallen her. Gaspard waited with the 
horses at the appointed place: it was the 
work of a moment to swing up Esperance 
behind Aylmer, while Leon, whose one arm 
made him somewhat useless for riding, 
mounted behind Gaspard. 

The horses were stout, and did not mind 
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their double load. As if in a dream, Esperance 
saw the fields and hills fly past her ; at every 
village through which they had to go Leon 
dismounted, and walked by their side in a 
leisurely manner, so that none should fancy 
that they were fugitives. After a time they 
left the beaten road, and turned over a piece 
of down to La Meillerie, a little farm which, 
lying as it did hidden in a nook of the hills, 
past a narrow gorge, defended by a foaming 
little stream, had happily escaped the notice 
of the invading army, and had remained as 
yet undiscovered. 

Up the gorge they went, till the narrow 
path became so steep that all,except Esperance, 
dismounted and led the horses up it; and 
then came such a sharp descent that Leon 
would not let Esperance ride the horse down 
it, but made her get off while the horses 
found their way down by themselves. 
Esperance picked her way as she best could, 
with Leon’s help, and then she was replaced 
on her horse, while the others walked along 
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the quiet green track between the fields to 
the farmstead, which stood among its orchards, 
leafless now, backed with well-stored hay and 
corn-stacks; while behind it rose a steep 
sloping bank of wood, which reached to the 
top of the down, and effectually sheltered it 
from view of any wanderer above. 

The door opened, and Denis bounded up, 
followed by old Toinette in her white cap. 

“ Here she is,” said Leon. 

But the long three hours’ journey fasting, 
and the excitement of the morning, had been 
altogether too much for Esperance’s strength 
after her long confinement; and she swooned 
in old Toinette’s arms, and was carried sense¬ 
less into the welcome shelter of La Meillerie. 

The western sun was setting when she awoke 
from a sound sleep to find herself not in the 
dark crowded prison, but on a clean white bed, 
in the best chamber of the farm-house, where 
all the births and deaths of the family were 
by etiquette bound to take place; and old 
Toinette was sitting by her singing a psalm 
02 • 
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in her cracked feeble voice. From without 
came the sound of the merry voices of Denis 
and the farm-house lads at play, and from the 
living-room came the low whirr of the 
spinning-wheel, and the measured tread of 
good Marthon, the farmer’s wife, as she 
plied her toil. Esperance lay still for some 
moments, trying to realize where she was; 
the peaceful cleanliness of the place was so 
different from the noise and dirt of the prison, 
that she could hardly collect her thoughts. 
Was it this very morning that she had 
thought was her death-day ? And now she 
was alive and safe, and with Leon. 

With the thought of Leon she felt that 
she must see him, and hear all that she had 
before been unable to know. She insisted on 
rising; and while Toinette’s tender hands 
undid her worn garments, and bemoaned her 
thinness, she felt as though she were again 
a little child, under the hands of the old 
nurse. Finally, arrayed in clean coarse home- 
spun garments, of much the same make and 
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shape as those which she had been accustomed 
to wear—since costume varied only in material 
among peasants and burghers—Esperance, 
looking pale, but quiet and calm, descended 
into the farm living-room, where her hostess 
insisted on placing the great chair for her by 
the fire, and seating her in it as a place of 
honour. 

“ Yes, yes, it must be so, my dear,” said 
Marthon, when Esperance demurred. “ The 
best we have in the house is not good enough 
for a holy martyr.” 

“But I am not a holy martyr/’ said 
Esperance, smiling. 

“ Oh, my child, you are. You are as near 
one as it is possible to be. Your betrothed 
has told us all about you. Yes, you are a 
holy martyr, and I will not hear a word 
against it.” 

And Marthon was so resolute as to Espe- 
rance’s claim to the title, that the girl could 
only yield the point till a future time. She 
asked to see Leon. 
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“ He is just outside. Ay, ay, my dear; and 
I will go feed the ducks and chickens,” said 
Marthon, divining that the girl would like 
to be alone with Leon. 

He came in. He had withdrawn his dis¬ 
guise—happily, a less persistent one than that 
which he had first thought of assuming—and 
his countenance was full of grave thankfulness 
as he came up to the chair where the girl was 
sitting. He put his one hand on hers, and 
said, “Thank God, who has restored my 
Esp^rance to me.” 

She hid her face in her hands. “ Leon, I 
cannot realize it. Can it be true ? Oh ! if my 
father could have known! ” 

“ Doubtless he does know,” said Leon. 
“ He was proud when he heard how brave his 
Esperance had been, and how she had pre¬ 
ferred dying for her faith to denying it.” 

“Ah,” said Esperance, “but didst thou 
tell him how thy own heart’s core was wrung, 
and yet thou wouldst not counsel me to yield? 
Thine was the hardest part, my Leon.” 


Digitized by Google 



199 


of the Siege of Bourn. 

“ There is no part so hard but what the 
grace of God can help a man through it,” 
said Leon. 

Esperance sighed. “My heart aches for 
those that I left behind,” she said. “ I feel 
I ought not to be here safe while they are 
biding their doom. Poor, poor creatures! 
God help them! They were so terrified, some 
of them.” 

And Esperance's eyes filled with the tears 
she had not shed for herself. 

“And now tell me about Mirande,” said 
she, after a pause. “ You said, she was safe.” 

“ That is the saddest thing I have to tell 
thee, sweetheart,” said Leon. And he told 
Esperance Gaspard’s story of the perils into 
which poor little Mirande’s giddy, unguarded 
nature had thrust her; of the vanity and 
ambition which had turned her foolish little 
head, and of her conduct to Gaspard. 
Esperance drooped her head lower and lower 
as she heard the story, and her tears fell fast. 

“ If it were not for thee, my Leon,” she 
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said, “ I would far rather have been thrown 
to the bottom of the Seine than that this 
should have happened. Oh, Mirande, my one 
sister! ” 

Leon let her cry undisturbed, though this 
drop of bitterness went far to do away with 
the unalloyed joy which he would otherwise 
have felt. Then Esperance recurred to her 
father’s death, a far more comforting topic; 
she made Leon describe all its circumstances 
to her minutely, and listened with a sort of 
reverent pride more akin to joy than pain. 
To her, death was less terrible than a life 
without God, such as poor Mirande had chosen 
for herself. 

But the time passed on, and at five the 
farmer and his boys, with Denis and a certain 
Monsieur Gerard, a Huguenot minister in 
hiding, came home to sup off the contents of 
savoury pot-au-feu, which provided them all 
with an excellent supper; and then Esperance 
lay down to sleep upon a soft bed, clean and 
white, with a sense that she had never known 
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what luxuries were before. But her last 
thought before she slept was of poor Mirande. 

The next day she awoke refreshed in mind 
and body, and Leon’s eyes followed her as she 
moved about the room, helping Marthon as 
much as that worthy would allow. It was 
again a mild sunny day, and Leon asked her if 
she would come out a little way with him while 
he talked to her of their future plans. They 
went out together, and presently Esperance 
sat down on a heap of straw in the doorway 
of a bam, where the sun shone softly in, 
through a frame of withered vine-leaves, 
curled and shrivelled with the first frost. 

“Esperance/ 5 he said, “once, in the old 
house at Rouen, long ago, you said you would 
be my wife as soon as I pleased. Do you yet 
hold to that ? 55 

“Yes, Leon,” said Esperance, lifting her 
serious eyes upon him. “ I belong to you 
more than ever, now that you have brought 
me back from the gates of death. I am 
ready when you will.” 
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“ M. Gerard will marry us then, dearest, 
as soon as we like. Shall I say next Sunday ? 
And see, what I had courage to procure before 
I left Rouen.” 

He held up before her two rings of different 
size. 

“ I got these the day before yesterday, Espe- 
rance. To me, it seems like a year back. Oh, 
the suspense of that night! I could not have 
endured another. I had to talk to poor Gas- 
pard for a part of the time, and to try to make 
him think that he was not utterly lost. I saw 
Gerard talking to him last night, so I hope 
he will be more satisfied now, poor fellow! ” 

“ I never thought he loved Mirande so 
much/’ said Esperance, sadly. “ And he was 
not betrothed to her, either/’ 

“ Ah, Esperance, do you think I waited to 
be betrothed to you before I loved you?” 
said Leon, smiling. “ But now of our future 
plans. I have thought seriously, dearest, 
that our best hope lies in accepting Aylmer’s 
proposal, and going to settle in England.” 
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" And desert our France in her agony ? ” 
said Esperance, with a little of her old fire. 

“ Ah ! ” said Leon, “ what can I do ? It 
is not my fault that I can fight no longer; 55 
and he looked down at his^ maimed arm. 
" Besides, Esperance, I hardly know how we 
could live in France if we tried. You forget 
that we are both, as it were, under sentence 
of death. I am hardly prepared to risk my 
wife’s life, even at her own desire/’ 

He spoke gravely, and Esperance did not 
answer. 

' “ To my mind,” he added a little sternly, 
“ it would be no less than tempting God.” 

Still she did not answer, and looking down 
upon her, he saw that she was weeping 
silently. 

“ I did not mean to grieve thee, sweet¬ 
heart/’ said he, taking her hand. 

“Ah, no/’ said Esperance, through her 
tears, “only I cannot help grieving that I 
am not found worthy to help our country 
and our cause any more. I had such dreams 
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once, Leon : they were foolish dreams, no 
doubt, but they made me very happy. I 
thought it might be given to me to do some¬ 
thing to help our France ; and later, when I 
was in the prison, and looked forward only 
to death, I thought that at least it was left 
to me to help our cause by dying for it, 
though it was hard to flesh and blood. And 
now, Leon, my dreams have vanished, though 
God has given me greater happiness than I 
dared to expect; and I feel as though it were 
weak and selfish to forget our country in our 
own blessings.” 

" My Esperance,” said Leon, " God works 
in other ways than those we dream of. I 
doubt not we may help France and our cause 
too, even over the sea yonder. I hear that our 
folk are flocking across the Channel from all 
the seaport towns of the north, to worship 
God in peace; and who knows but we may 
find work to do among them, and that we 
may not in some way help our country thus ? 
But if not, it cannot be God’s will, having 
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delivered us so far, that we should wilfully 
run back into danger. Let us remember 
that He will be with us in England as well as 
here, and that He will find us work to do for 
Him wherever we are.” 

She took hold of his hand with both of 
hers, but did not speak; only her eyes looked 
up into his face. 

“ We have learnt too well from poor Mar- 
lorat not to attribute to ourselves all know¬ 
ledge of the secrets of Providence,” said 
Leon. “ It was a brave and unselfish spirit 
which caused Rouen to refuse the first terms 
offered, but it has cost many of us Rouennais 
our lives, and yet more, I fear, our faith. 
Wilt come with me to England, then, Es- 
perance?” 

“ Whither thou goest I will go,” answered 
Esperance softly. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

The fugitives waited at La Meillerie for 
some little while longer; for Esperance could 
not be content without making one more 
attempt at saving Mirande, and preferred 
running the risk of detection to that of seeing 
her only sister for ever parted from her. A 
trusty messenger was despatched to Chateau 
Mornay, who was to conduct Mirande back 
to La Meillerie in case of her accepting the 
proposal. 

While he was gone, Esperance and Leon 
were married by good Marc Gerard, the pro¬ 
scribed minister. In those disturbed days, the 
legal forms of‘ marriage were little observed, 
and the religious ceremony attested by wit¬ 
nesses was all that was thought necessary. 
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So the marriage took place in the living- 
room of the farm-house; Denis, to his great 
delight, being considered man enough to 
have his consent asked as Esperance’s nearest 
male relative, and the two rings, as the 
custom then was, being duly exchanged by 
bride and bridegroom. The faces of both 
bore traces of all that they had undergone 
during the last six months : Leon’s hair was 
already streaked with grey, and Esperance’s 
complexion, though clear, was perfectly 
colourless, and her countenance was so still 
that old Toinette sighed as she looked at her, 
and wondered who would take the girl for 
only nineteen. But the stillness was the 
stillness of peace, and though Esperance 
spoke and laughed and wept but little, her 
loving eyes told her husband that the ordeal 
which had left so deep a trace upon her out¬ 
ward demeanour had not scathed her heart. 

A day or two later came Mirande’s reply; 
ill spelt and ill written, but bearing unmis¬ 
takable evidence of genuineness :— 
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“ My Sister, 

“ I am most truly rejoiced that thou 
art safe, after so great peril. I cannot join 
thee, because I am betrothed to one who 
will make a great lady of me, notwithstand¬ 
ing M. Gaspard’s ill-natured insults, for 
which I will never forgive him ; and I 
know that in that roast-beef eating Eng¬ 
land I should die of the spleen at once. 
Nevertheless, I wish thee well, and Leon 
Coquerel also, notwithstanding that he re¬ 
fused to take me to La Meillerie, and may 
therefore consider himself responsible for my 
being driven to turn Catholic by coming 
here. Nevertheless, let not this grieve thee, 
my sister, since I find it a much easier 
religion than our old one, and the priest says 
it will infallibly save me, even if I am not 
very good ; the which I never was nor could 
be, as thou mayest remember. And that it 
is the religion which is most pleasing to 
Heaven is plain to me when I think of the 
end of our poor father and of M. Marlorat. 
Adieu! my sister. Thine, 

“Mirande Lemaistre” 
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It was only what was to have been ex¬ 
pected from poor Mirande’s character, and 
from what they had heard of her from Gas- 
pard. Esperance showed him the letter sadly 
enough. 

At last, just before Christmas, Leon and 
Esperance Coquerel, together with Gaspard, 
Denis, and Aylmer, set sail from Dieppe to 
Portsmouth. As they sat upon the deck, 
watching the cold quiet winter sunshine 
lighting up the last of the green hills of their 
beautiful France, Leon came up to his wife, 
and said in a low tone, “ Dost thou repent, 
Esperance ? ” 

She turned up her still face towards him. 

“No,” she said. “But I will tell thee, Leon, 
of what I was thinking. I was remembering 
my fear when the turnkey came in that 
morning to lead me, as I thought, to death, 
and how he only led me to thee. So it seems 
now as though we were going into a land of 
exile; but it may be that we shall find it a 
home.” 

P 
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“And it may be,” said L6on, gravely, 
“ that when death leads us out of the prison 
of this world, it will be into the arms of One 
who loves us better than I love thee.” 

Esperance bowed her head reverently. 
How strange it seemed to her now that she 
should have looked down upon Leon as in¬ 
ferior to herself! 

In time, the fugitives arrived at Bristol, 
where Aylmer’s introduction secured them 
a hearty reception. His father insisted on 
taking in the whole family as his guests, and 
treating them with all hospitality ; but 
though they were extremely grateful for his 
kindness, their position was not without 
drawbacks. All the good people of Bristol, 
in their Protestant zeal, flocked to see Leon 
Coquerel’s young wife, who had suffered so 
much for her faith, and would have liked to 
hear all particulars from her at all hours of 
the day; but since they could not speak 
French, nor Esperance English, all they got 
was the sight of a pale young woman in a 
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high white cap, whose beauty and grace were 
of too refined arid spiritual a nature for them 
to appreciate, and who struck them, in con¬ 
trast with their own bouncing rosy-cheeked 
lasses, as “a poor tuly-looking creature, who 
looked as if she had been most starved to 
death in that wicked Popish place.” Her 
dress was voted altogether outlandish, and 
Mistress Aylmer was seriously advised to 
dress her like a Christian. 

Mistress Aylmer took the hint, and put' 
Esperance into martingale, ruff, and high- 
crowned hat; while the young wife was con¬ 
scious of some regret in laying aside her old 
Norman costume, but acquiesced, as she was 
wont to do, in most matters wherein there 
was no question of right or wrong. She set 
to work to learn English with all her might; 
and being naturally a quick learner, she was 
able to make herself understood quite as soon 
as her husband, whom Aylmer had been in¬ 
structing before they left France. 

Leon obtained employment in giving 
P 2 
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French lessons to the sons and daughters of 
Bristol citizens, while Esperance tried her 
hand upon some of the delicate lace and 
embroidery which she had learned in the 
sheltered Rouen home. Mistress Aylmer 
offered to dispose of it among her friends, and 
soon Esperance had more orders than she 
could execute. “ Mistress Cockrell’s lace,” 
as they called it, became all the rage, and 
Leon and his wife decided that if they could 
get sufficient trained hands whose work they 
could overlook, it would be easy to make a 
comfortable livelihood out of the business. 
A little inquiry brought out several French 
emigrants in Bristol, some of whose daugh¬ 
ters had acquired the art before leaving 
France; and Esperance took these as ap¬ 
prentices, thus finding that Leon’s words 
were true, and that it was not necessary to 
give up all connection with her country 
because she had been forced into exile. 

Leon and Esperance were happy, but 
Gaspard was uneasy. He had nothing to do 
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in Bristol, and his true taste lay in the di¬ 
rection of a soldier’s life, as also did young 
Aylmer’s. After some time, the two young 
men started together for the Low Countries, 
to fight in the ranks of William the Silent, 
the greatest man, perhaps, in a century of 
great men ; and there they did good service, 
until the superior need of his own country 
called Gaspard back to Coligny’s side, to 
take his part in the great fight for freedom 
there, upon which the eyes of Europe- were 
fixed for the next twenty years. 

But his early experience had not been 
wasted. The knowledge of his past weak¬ 
ness, and the ease with which, after all his 
professions, he had been gained over to deny 
his faith, made him a sadder and a wiser man 
for the rest of his life. He made a brave, 
manful, earnest soldier, more ready to do 
than to dream; and when, in the St. Bar¬ 
tholomew massacre, he died a gallant death 
in the vain endeavour to save his chief, few 
who held as inconspicuous a place in the 
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history of the time were mourned as univer¬ 
sally as he. And among those who mourned 
him there was no truer or more hopeful 
sorrow than that of the Coquerels, far off in 
their English home. 

But we have anticipated the passiug of 
years. The third winter after the arrival of the 
Coquerels in Bristol found them in compara¬ 
tive affluence : Leon having relinquished his 
work as French teacher for the management 
of the business over which his wife presided, 
Esperance had as many as twenty of her 
countrywomen as apprentices; and the sweet 
French voices of the poor exiles were often to 
be heard raised in one of their old slow plain¬ 
tive psalms, which had risen so often in very 
different places from this peaceful English 
city. Esperance’s rule over them, though 
gentle, was firm: her grieved and wonder¬ 
ing look at once checked any giddy chatter, 
and the real reverence which all of them had 
for her past history and her still peaceful 
life made her words to be not obeyed merely 
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when she was by, but earned in their hearts 
as a help against temptation and future diffi¬ 
culty. 

Still the tide of French immigration poured 
in steadily, and the seaport towns were full 
of worthy men who preferred their faith to 
their country, but who were in many cases 
utterly helpless and unable to combat the 
prejudice which then more strongly than 
now, would “heave a brickbat” at a man 
merely because he was a foreigner. Among 
these there was every winter a considerable 
amount of distress. 

Esperance Coquerel had swept the hearth, 
and made ready the supper, and laid the baby 
in the cradle against her husband’s return, 
and now sat waiting for his step in the street. 
He came in rather later than usual, and his 
mind seemed preoccupied. 

“What ails my husband?” said Espe¬ 
rance. 

Then Leon told her that Aylmer had been 
talking to him about a speculation for en- 
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larging this lace business, which was now in 
his hands and his wife's, and which had 
proved so lucrative that he had hoped to see 
Esperance a rich woman some day, if he were 
content to go on gradually as he had hitherto 
done, with small and constant profits. Aylmer, 
it seemed, wished to take this business into 
his own hands, giving Leon a good salary, 
but himself taking all the risk and all the 
profit of the matter. 

“ Aylmer will do nought in the matter if 
I demur,” said Leon; “ for, as he says, this 
work is at present ours and not his. But he 
sees his way for making it into one of the 
manufactures of the place, and employing 
many hands upon it: the which, of course, 
we have not means to do. Now the work 
which Aylmer’s scheme would give to our 
poor fellow-countrywomen would no doubt 
be to them a marvellous boon; but in this 
case we must yield all hope of becoming 
rich folk. What thinks my wife?" 

Esperance’s deep eyes looked into his. 
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“ My husband knows that there is but one 
thing to be done; why, then, does he ask me 
as though he doubted ? ” 

“ My wife thinks-” 

" My husband remembers/’ said Esperance, 
“ that God has bidden us help our brethren 
in need, but never to make ourselves rich. 
Will it not be better for our children to in¬ 
herit the blessing of the poor man than brave 
attire and a well-filled purse ?” 

So Aylmer’s offer was accepted, and Leon 
and Esperance became subordinates in a 
large business instead of principals in a small 
one. They were rewarded by the sight of 
the relief which their unselfishness had ac¬ 
corded to the homes of many exiles who had 
not known whither to turn for employment 
or food; and Esperance’s motherly heart was 
drawn out to many beside her own children, 
in the large number of young girls (many of 
whom were fatherless or motherless) over 
whom she had to rule. No mother superior 
in a convent was more looked up to, or more 
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implicitly reverenced, than the Huguenot 
foreman’s wife by those whom she controlled; 
she was one of those favoured persons who 
live in such an atmosphere of peace that they 
unconsciously shed it upon all they influence, 
and “ Mistress Cockrell” was looked upon by 
others than her own workwomen as a saint 
upon earth. 

When she had been living in Bristol for 
about three years, Esperance received a letter 
from her own country,—a rare event in those 
seldom-writing days. It was in a clear 
clerkly hand, and she was sure, before open¬ 
ing it, that the writer could be none other 
than Maitre Jean. 

“ To Esperance Coquerel. 

“ Sweet Virtue,—I have rejoiced greatly to 
hear of your well-being and well-doing; and 
full glad should I be to see your sweet face 
again. I have that to tell you which may 
well grieve you; but I know that you may 
yet be consoled by the comfort which God 
gives to His own. 

“ Our poor Mirande is dead. She died in 
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my house two days ago. She came to my 
door one night last winter with a baby in 
her arms, half starved and hardly clad. She 
told me that young JDe Mornay had deceived 
her with a mock marriage before one who 
called himself a priest; that for two years she 
had lived with him believing that she was his 
wife ; but that she had been ill, and lost her 
beauty, and he had wearied of her, and told 
her that she was no wife of his; and so had 
turned her off to beg her bread with her 
baby in her arms, heeding neither her prayers 
nor her curses. I took her in,—what else 
could I do, since she was the sister of my 
Virtue? and the sale of one or two of my 
old folios supplied me with what she needed. 
She seldom spoke : she would sit with her 
baby on her lap for hours together, never 
opening her lips but to curse Robert de 
Mornay. She would see no priest nor minister; 
neither would she suffer me to write to you. 

‘ If you tell Esperance of me/ she said, ‘ I 
will go and drown myself in the Seine/ Then 
the poor babe died, and after that she became 
as one mad for a while: she would not eat, 
and finally took to her bed, which she never 
left. For the last week she lay ignorant of 
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everything, and seemed to fancy herself hack 
in the old house, with you and your father 
and Gaspard; and at last she looked up at 
me piteously,and said quite clearly,‘Esperance 
says God forgives when one is sorry i’ and so 
died. Which parting words comforted me 
somewhat concerning the poor child, as I 
hope they may her sister. 

“ I long often to see you, but expect it not, 
now that I am so aged and infirm, Death being 
the guest who is now most welcome to me. 
Nevertheless, I hope to see you in the better 
country, where we shall all meet, and know 
the truth perfectly. Fare you well! 

“Jean D’Argent/” 

Such was the end of the poor little butterfly 
soul which had once been so gay and inno¬ 
cent in her guarded home. The age was not 
tit for butterflies: they needed earnest men 
and women, and Mirande was only one 
among the many wrecks of that rough 
time. 

Esperance's calm face had a shadow upon 
it for many a day after the receipt of this 
letter, even though she tried to dwell upon 
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the comfort of poor Mirande's last words, 
such as they were. She said little about it, 
even to her husband; but how deeply the 
thought of her sister had sunk into her 
heart could be traced by the anxious tender¬ 
ness with which she watched over the de¬ 
velopment of one of her own girls, a child 
something like Mirande in character. Her 
watchfulness was not wasted: little Denise 
Coquerel grew up as the child of such a 
mother ought, and became in her turn an 
exemplary wife and mother, tender and 
loving, as poor Mirande never could have 
been. 

The years rolled on with their uneventful 
happiness, and carried Esperance Coquerel 
on till the horrors of the siege, and the 
prison, and the terrible death that had im¬ 
pended, seemed only like a dream. Her 
connection with her native country was kept 
up by Denis, who in course of time went 
back to Rouen to settle there, and to carry on 
the name of Lemaistre to future days. She 
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rejoiced exceedingly when Henri IV suc¬ 
ceeded to the throne, and declared religious 
liberty in France; had it been possible, she 
would almost have wished to leave England 
and go back with her husband and children 
to settle there. But Leon prophesied that 
this toleration would not last for fifty years; 
and his children saw the fulfilment of his 
prophecy, and aided in their turn the im¬ 
migrants who transferred the true wealth and 
industry of France to England, without which 
our country would never have hardly risen 
to the commercial position it afterwards 
attained. 

Esperance and Leon had their troubles, as 
all who pass many years in this world must 
have; but theirs was a calm and happy life 
on the whole, and they lived long enough to 
see their children’s children rise up and call 
them blessed. Leon died in a good old age, a 
year or two before his wife, who took his loss 
more calmly than any of those who had 
watched the long and fervent love of their 
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lives could have anticipated. By this time 
Esperance was a sweet-faced old lady with 
snowy hair, and the same still peacefulness in 
her countenance which had always made it 
so beautiful. 

“I am thankful that my dear Leon was 
taken before me,” she said more than once. 
“ A woman can bear to be the one left behind 
better than a man: and he would have felt 
so lost without me! Now I know that it 
cannot be long before I follow him, so how 
should I murmur ? ” 

Esperance was not often in the habit of 
recounting the story of her youth. But once, 
not long before her death, when her youngest 
grandchild, a rosy-cheeked lass, whose very 
name, inherited from her grandmother, had 
been Englished into " Hope Cockrell,” asked 
her for this story, she gave it with all its 
circumstances, dwelling with a sort of tender 
pleasure on the memory of the days so long 
gone by. Hope listened with rapt attention, 
and finally said, thoughtfully, “ Grandame, 
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was it the sadness of those days that has made 
you so grave all your life ? Mother says that 
you have suffered too much ever to forget it, 
and that that is why you only smile and 
never laugh when we are most merry 

Esperance paused, and a look almost of 
triumph came over her face. Then she said 
with a smile,— 

“ Little Hope, methinks that my life has 
been, not the sadder, but the happier and 
richer for that troubled time; for I looked 
Death in the face so nigh then, that I have 
never been able to fear him since.” 


Printed for the Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge, 
at the Clarendon Press, Oxford. 
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